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HUSBAND HUNTING; 



OR, 



THE MOTHER AND DAUGHTERS. 



CHAPTER I. 



Vm lost in ecstacy. 
Now shall I speak the transport of my soul, y '•/ ; 
I am so blest, I fear 'tis all a dream ! 
Fortune, thou now bast made amends for all 
Thy past uokinduess. I absolve my stars ! 



• It was the close of a tedious day of rain, 
which had drenched the landscape; when 
the sun suddenly shone out %vith the brief 
and rejoicing splendour that sometimes just 
precedes his setting; and the clouds, the 
range of hills, and the forest that swept along 
its sides, were lighted up with glorious beau- 
ty; Catherine's eyes were fixed on the 
southern heaven then glowing with rose and 
purple, and she thought of Spain. 

But her cohteroplations were but little 
allied to joy. The state of the war almost 
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precluded letters; while reports of battles, 
atteaded with dreadful suSering on both 
sides, kept up the most anxious and painful 
interest. Some weeks had now passed away 
since the last despatch from Spain ; and the 
partial intelligeoce by the public papers ibat 
Vaughan's regiment had been engaged, had 
been successful, and had purchased its suc- 
cess with heavy loss, had sunk her spirits 
into the lowest dejection. Her former grace- 
ful pursuits had now lost all their indulgence.. 
She tried her pencil, and covered her paper 
with forms and colours, but they wore ho 
lovejjness to her eye ; she sat to her harp, 
but some melody that she had played m 
Vaughan^s presence touched her memory 
too deep for pleasure, and she turned away 
in sudden tears. 

She felt how deeply and constantly the 
human heart is triea in this world of uncer- 
tainty, and how large a stock of human un- 
happiness is left in the hands of chance, even 
after we seem to have guarded against all its 
flocluations. She was now free from the 
pain of submission to Mrs. Courtney's arro- 

Snce, and was under a roof of fondness and 
endship; she was now secured from de-* 
pendence, for she was the adopted daughter 
of her frien(jl; her, doubts of Vaughan's re- 
gard were converted into the honourable as- 
surance of his heart: still she was unhappy, 
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and her unhappiness was connected with the 
venr source of all her hope. 

She thought, and shuddered as the thought 
arose, that at the nnoment its object might be 
in peril, — that he might be past all human 
hope%r fear, — that he might be lying tramp- 
led in the indiscriminate ruin of some despe- 
rate field, — that he might be dust and air ; 
and she wished for wings to pass over seas 
and mountains, and be at his side, living or 
dead. 

As the vision grew, she imagined him call- 
ing to her from some spot crowded with the 
dead and dying; she imagined her owoi 
tveary steps and searching'^egf^es wandering 
among the wreck of man, linrepelted by 
night, ^nd agony, ^dfid death, in all its forms 
of terror, till be was found, and she prayed 
for death. 

" And may not his spirit be near me now?" 
sighed she, as her eye followed the fading 
glow of the heavens; "may it not be oti 
those clouds, looking down upon the narrow- 
ness and folly of life, and watchmg with 
heightened love and power over those whom 
it loved and would have protected heref^ 

Her heart was full ; she rose from hfit 
seat, and walked about the apartment to 
relieve herself from the sensation that almost 
stepped her breath. As she passed, her 
^wn accidentally swept the harp, and it 

VOI^ II, 1 * 
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gave a low and melancholy gush of sweet 
sounds. Unconscious of the cause, she look- 
ed upwards, as if they came from the air in 
response to her dream. 

" Why," said she, " shall not the spi*-tts of 
the d<ead hear, and remember, and -love? 
Can the great change destroy the powers of 
the mind, when the mind itself is imperisha- 
ble ? 'Where can its wisdom be, but, like our 
own, in its experience ? and what discipline 
can be so noble for the heart of the immortal 
spirit as that which softened and refined, 
raised and cheered it, in its trials here? or 
can those affections which we are command- 
ed to cherish friendship, fondness, the love 
of parent and child, the deeper and more 
sacred love that binds for life, be condemned 
to be extinguished, when all that is good is 
purified and exalted, when our faith is turned 
into knowledge, our hope into happiness, and 
our imperfect homage into the burning adora- 
tion of the Seraphim and the Cherubim ^' 

Her tears flowed, and she gradually felt 
relieved, and even cheered. She took a 
volume from the cabinet, — and, as she turned 
the leaves loosely, a paper of verses fell upon 
the table. Her curiosity was not then vivid, 
and she would have relumed it to its place, 
but that its subject was soldiership. 

It was a mere ballad in memory of an 
officer whose rejection by a woman of distin* 
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^ 

gutsbed beauty had made some noise at the 
time, and who was soon after killed in action. 

ALLAN GOWER. 

1. 

They have fought, they have fallen, for their country dear I 

Their blood the day has won ; 
And many a helmet, and many a spear 

Are flung on the heather dun : 
The hollow drum has ceased to roll. 

It is the evening hour ! 
Nov peace to every parted soul, 

And peace to thine, brave Gower ! 

2. 

He loved, and his lady's hazel eyes 

Were lighted with answering love ; ( 

But clouds will come on summer skies, 

Add woman''s thoughts will rove : 
And woman*8 eyes will be witched by gold. 

And faith's but an April shower ; 
What breaking hearts have this story told, 

liOug ere thine, brave Allan Gower ! 

3. 

He chid her not, though his heart was torn,-* 

Though he felt he was all undone ; 
In secret the deadly sting was borne, 

Till his spirit grew sick of the sun : 
And stilly false beauty, he kissed thy chain 

With passion^s bitter power ; 
But the striA is hushed, nor joy nor pain 

Caa now touch thee, Aliaa Gower ! 

4. 

Hke slumbers the last deep pang of the heart, 

Whose pulse was agony ; 
Hsie (rom the bosom no longer ihall start 

The s^U't fiery sigh : 
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Thou art laid on the couch of a warrior^s ptide ; 

And thy love, iu her stately bower, 
Will yet long to lay down her woes by thy side ; 

Now farewell to thee, AUun Gower ! 

This ballad, slight as it was, awoke a train 
of melancholy reveries, and Catherine was 
mentally wandering over mount and main, 
when she was startled by the sudden tramp 
of a horse in the avenue. He came at littfe 
less than full speed ; his rider was mufScd in 
a blue military cloak, and her heart beat 
with a thousand conjectures, when the horse- 
man leaped down, and with a pang of dis- 
appointment she saw Philip Courtney ! who 
had already from time to time paid them a 
hasty visit, and whose attentions to herself 
had of late become obvious and painful. 

He entered the apartment in high spirits ; 
took Catherine's hand, and pi^ssed it to his 
lips ; she disengaged it with a look of cold- 
ness, which seemed to surprise him, and he 
pursued : " Dear girl, what have 1 done to 
deserve that glance; I have brought you 
news that ought to make me welcome, even 
if no kinder interest — but 1 shall say no more 
, on that topic." ** Your news," interrupted 
Catherine: "Is it from Spain?" was on her 
lips. " News so unexpected," said Courtney. 
*' that I am almost afraid to announce ir| 
most welcome tidings. But you have been 
weeping. Well, this will dry your tears* 
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Yet— 1 dread being too abrupt." His hear- 
er^s pertuiSbation and its cause were so ob- 
vious, that be took a bitter pleasure in her 
suspense. 

Mrs. Vaughan now entered the room ; 
he turned to her, and, after the first congra- 
tulations, demanded a private audience. He 
had awoke the mothcr^s feelings, and she 
exclaimed, " What news of my son ?" " Yes, 
what news of Francis?'' interrupted Cathe- 
rine, thrown off her guard ; '^ for Heaven's 
sake, relieve us all from this dreadful 
anxiety !" 

** What, then," said Courtney, with a frown, . 
which gave a fierce and fearful expression 
to his handsome countenance, ^^ is there but 
one person on earth for whom present or 
absent you can feel?" She cast her eyes on 
ihc ground, like one convicted of a crime. 
"Do you forget, Miss Grevil]e,that you have 
a father ?" " My father, what of my father ? 
does he live ? in mercy answer me," cried 
Catherine, grasping bis arm, and looking up 
in his face with intense emotion. '' He does, 
and is at this moment on his way to England." 
"Merciful heaven!" cried Catherine, "am 
I so happy beyond all my hopes?" She , 
endeavoured to cross the room, — and, sink- 
injf into a chair, a tide of anxious and joyful 
anticipations rushing into he r mind, she cover- 
ed her face with her hands, and remained 
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for some minutes almost insensible to all 
that was around her. 

Mrs. Vaughan approached her tenderly. 
" Dear girl, look up ; this event will fulfil 
all your wishes; you have nothing now but 
happiness to look forward to. All will now 
be well. Learn to bear joy as well as you 
have home sorrow." 

• Catherine, aroused by her appeal, arose 
hastily. " Let me hear this delightful news 
at full length ; I must know all that you can 
tell me." " I have a letter that will best 
explain all," replied Philip; '^ my mission 
here is to request that you will return instant- 
ly to Harley-street, there to await your 
father's arrival ; and, if Mrs. Vaughan will 
for once desert her solitude, and accompany 
you, our pleasure will be so much the more 
increased" — putting at the same time a letter 
into the hands of each. 

The lettter to Mrs. Vaughan was from 
]\f rs. Courtney, — that to Catherine from her 
father. In her agitation, she was scarcely 
able to decipher the characters. But she was 
struck by the date. " This letter has been 
singularly long in reaching me ; it is dated 
eight months back." Courtney's counte- 
nance struck her. " Can you explain this 
delay ?" fixing her eyes inquiringly on hill. 
" Explain, — delay !" he murmured ; *' no, my 
air cousin, — that is a task above me, — ac- 
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cuse the winds and waves." "We may 
expect the General almost immediately?" 
" All is best as it is ; the meeting will follow 
its announcement so speedily, that you will 
have no time for doubt or restlessness.^' 

She again read the letter. " My father," 
resumed she, " 1 observe, complams of my 
silence ; yet I have written letters innumera- 
ble; there is sdme strange neglect in this 
business.'' '^ Undoubtedly ; but the mystery 
defies conjecture, and can be explained only 
by himself." 

'^Excuse us for awhile," said Mrs. Yaughan, 
smiling, and beckoning to Catherine to follow 
her. ^^ Letters of so much importance arc 
to be discussed only in a boudoir. I leave 
jou better amusement till our return," point- 
ing to a well-filled bookcase. " Boo{cs, my 
dear Madam," replied Courtney, " the re- 
source of aji exhausted mind ; no, I am rather 
weary of my hasty journey. Honour me 
with the unlimited use of your sopha, and I 
will engage to sleep off my fatigue with 
fint-rate expedition," — at the same time fling- 
ing himself with fashionable indifference on 
a couch at the further end of the room. 

In order to account for the delay in tho 
delivery of General Greville's letter, it may 
be necessary to state that it had been in 
Courtney's, possession for above two months., 
ITor must its delay be attributled to neglect 
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or forgetfulness on his part ; it was, on 
contrarv, a part of that ingenious poi 
ivhich K>rmed the striking feature of his c 
racter. 

Colonel (now General) Greville had 
England with a favourable remembrance 
Philip, as a remarkably lively and int< 
gent boy, — so favourable as perhaps, c^ 
at th!lt early period, to have excited so 
vague notion of one day uniting him to 
daughter. 

The present letter had been enclosed 
one to himself. When he found that i 
General, having amassed considerable weal 
was on the eve of returning to England, w 
the avowed intention of settling a handso 
fortune upon his daughter at her marria 
and making her his heiress at his death, 
former scheme presented itself in glowi 
colours. 

But a sudden difficulty arose. Would i 
a being of her spjrit and feeling penetrate 
once into the motive which actuated hi 
shrink from attentions following so immei 
ately the prosperous change in her cirrui 
stances, and reject his overtures with scon 
As be revolved the business, and re-perus< 
his letter, he perceived it was not the Gen 
raPs intention to quit India for three or fa 
months more, and suddenly adopted the ha 
py idea of withholding the imeiiigence for 
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certain period, durifig which he should pay 
assiduous court to Cathtfine, His attentions 
Irould thus have, at least, the merit, in her 
eyes, of appearing wholly disinterested, and 
tnight, in the lucky interval of Yaughan's ab- 
sence, eventually prove successful. 

Having thus worthily arranged his plan, 
he lost no time in putting it in execution. 
Deceived by the natural gentleness of Cath- 
erine's manner, and perceiving that she had 
almost forgotten her former cause of displea- 
sure, be flattered himself that he had brought 
the matter to the point of triumph; and rode 
down full speed, overflowing with the utmost 
anxiety to communicate the newly*arrived 
and happy tidings. 



CHAPTER II. 



.Who builds ki» hope in air of your fair looks^ 
Lives like a drunken sailor on a mast, 
Keady with every nod to tumble down 
loto tbe fatal bowels of the deep. 

Shakspeare. 

Mrs. Yauohait no sooner found herself 
alone wiihi Catherine, than putting Mrs. 

JOL. lU 3 
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Courtney's letter into her hand, " I cannot," 
she said, ^ accept this invitation. Mrs.. 
Courtney has always treated me with a 
marked and studied coldness. I would wil- 
lingly keep up some appearance of friendship 
with her, remembering that she is my lament- 
ed husband's only sister ; but then so unlike 
him : no, — Mrs. Courtney has no heart#, 
Read her letter, and judge for yourself. And 
yet there is grace and warmth in that letter ; 
but, knowing her as I do, I can dive into the 
feelings which prompted it, as much as if I 
had dictated it. She would stand well with 
your father^ and cannot, without producing 
inquiries, exclude from her invitation his 
daughter's friend." 

" It is all true," returned Catherine; " but, 
for my sake, overcome your reluctance, — 
forgive, forget, for awhile. I shall be again 
among a world of strangers, or acquaintances 
as uncongenial,— Martha's malicious smile, — 
Seraphina's hypocritical tears, — Lady Love- 
more's fashionable indifference, — Mrs. Court- 
ney's heartless hauteur, — all rise in odious 
review; and what will become of me ?" "But 
remember," said Mrs. Vaughan, smiling, 
*' you are about to appear before them in a 
new character, — as an heiress. You will be 
courted, flat(!ired, caressed." " Perhaps so, 
but not dieceived," said Catherine pointedly ; 
'• I have had a peep behind the ^urtain^— 
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and, amongst such minds as these, without 
the aid of your friendship and advice, I shall 
be miserable. The constraint shall be but 
for a short period ; I will ask but to remain 
with them till my father's arrival ; and then 
you will be my guest, — my father's guest, — 
and we shall all be happy." 

" Well, well," said Mrs. Vaughan, " I sec 
you have all the eloquence of tne argument 
on your side. Be it so ; and now, suppose 
we return to Philip?" "Leave him to the en- 
joyment of his meditations, or his slumbers, 
yet an instant longer : I have another re- 
quest to urge. You will write to Francis in- 
stantly, — explain all ; tell him how delighted 
I am at the prospect before us, — that my es- 
teem, mV regard, — no matter, say that lam 
charmed at this opf)ortunity of convincing 
him of my sincerity. I would not for the 
world that he should hear the story from 
others, and construe my silence into the be- 
lief of a change in my opinion. And then 

. ^" "And what then, my dear?" said 

Mrs* Yaughan, smiling at her romantic ea- 

femess, " And then I will tell my father all ; 
e will scarcely refuse his consent, — and — 
and" concluding as she began, " we shall be 
happy yet. 

"You hesitate, — ^you do nat approve of 
my plan ?" " It is adtnirably conceived,'*'' 
was the answer. " I should merely reverse 
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the order of its arrangement ; I would ask 
the General's consent first, and write to Fran- 
cis afterwards. He may have other views 
for you. Philip Courtney was always a 
pro^gious favourite ; or he may bring over 
some Indian admirer, or design to marry you 
to a man of equal fortune. Then comes the 
old story, the paternal mandate, the daugh- 
ter's tears, and the rejected lover." " No, 
noP said Catherine, with a heavy sigh: 
" he will not return after so long an absence, 
only to set the seal to my misery. It is ray 
privilege, roy nature, to be sanguine. Allow 
me to indulge these hopes ; while I promise 
at the^ same time to take no decisive step 
-Without your sanction, and then I cannot 
err !" 

Having arranged their plans, they de- 
scended the stairs, to announce to Philip 
their intention of accompanying htm to Lon- 
don in two days at farthest ; an intimatioi^ 
which appeared to a^ord him infinite plea- 
sure. He could willingly indeed have dis- 
pensed with Mrs. Vaugnan's company, of 
whose influence with Catherine he had a se- 
cret dread, and whose penetration he sonie- 
times feared might be the means of detecting 
and defeating his plans. 

The day previous to her departure, Ca^th- 
crine spent with Mps. Gordon. Julia took 
leave of her with many tears. " My iH-for- 
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tune pursues me," she said : ^' I congratulate 
you on having found a father. May ne prove 
a gentler parent to jou, than mj mother has 
been to me. You will think me selfish in la- 
mmiting your departure under such circum- 
stances ; but I foresee that I have lost my 
only friend for ever." — " Why should you 
think so, dear Julia ? M v plans are yet whol- 
ly .undetermined." — "Jf my father's tastes 
are at all congenial to mine," said Catherine, 
^^ be will soon grow tired of London, and I 
shall paint this cnarming spot in such colours, 
that be will be dying to visit it* I may yet 
persuade him to settle here altogether. We 
shall find something to his taste, some cottage, 
or villa, or castle.'* 

** Ah," said Julia, with a gleam of her for- 
mer vivacity, " a castle in the air." " Should 
it prove so, you shall build your castle in 
London. You shall return our visit. We 
shall make time pass as pleasantly as we can 
for you in your Frederic's absence. Till 
then I leave you, and your sweet boy, to 
amuse you. And recollect, Julia," and she 
looked down as she spoke, ^' I am almost as 
much a widow in heart as yourself ; but I 
live in hope and in prayer, that our friends 
will return safe and honourecj. Oh, that will 
be a day of joy to recompense all our sor- 
rows!" 

VOL, n. 2 * 



U HUSBAND HUNf INa 

" Let me Init sec my Frederic restored 1 
me, and I shall never repine again,^ and Juli 
kissed her babe, and wept. ^^ I belieye yoi 
Julia ;^ but starting up suddenly, ^^1 mu 
delay here no longer; I have many prepar 
tions to make. Adieu, for the present, 
urill soon fulfil my promise of paying you 
visit.'^ And Julia, a little consoled by hi 
friend's assurances, fondly threw her whi 
arms round her^ and bade her farewell. 

On their arrival jn Harley-street, the 
found the Courtney family, who had bee 
advertised of the day and hour of their a 
rival, assembled in full form to receive thee 
Mrs. Courtney had so far schooled her fe 
lures, and prepared hef sensibilities for il 
occasion, as to betray little embarrassmer 
The several members of the family all a 
vanced separately to offer their congralul 
tions, with the exception of Martha, wl 
stood somewhat aloof from the rest, almo 
palpably sneering at the whole performanc 

" Welcome to London, my dearest niece 
said Mrs. Courtney, with supreme courtesj 
" I can hardly tell you how happy we z 
are to see you here, especially on such £ 
occasion ; nor can you think, my deare 
sister, how much we have regretteJ your d 
termination of solitude." — " I should imagii 
not," murmured Martha, '^ as she never heai 
a syllable of it before." 
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^ Tlie countnr has many charms,^ said Mrs. 
Vaugban. ^^ Ves — oh — unquestioaably ; and 
my dearest niece must be well aware that I 
have always been anaon^ the first to consult 
her happiness. I imagmed it most likeljr 
to be secured bj permitting her the choice 
of her abode, though I must own that to 
wean her so completely from the attractions 
of fashionable life in London, my dearest 
sister,^' turning to Mrs. Vaughan, wiih a most 
gracious smile, ^^ you must nave cast an ab- 
solute spell arouna her.'' 

^^ No other spell, Madam,'' replied Cathe- 
rine, with cool dignity, ^^ than that rare one 
of friendship and kindness in the extreme." 
— '' The hope of seeing you here," said Mrs. 
Courtney^ addressing Mrs. Vaughan, and too 
subtle to like any notice of Catherine's poig* 
Dant remark, ^ was one which I had scarce- 
ly ventured to indulge. I had imbibed a 
notion that you had formed some sort of r^ 
ligious vow never to quit your retirement, 
and am the more flattered that you should 
break it on my account." ^^ 1 had made no 
actual, precise vow," replied Mrs. Vaughan; 
^'but must own I am sufficiently partial to 
my cottage, not to have deserted it even for 
80 short a period, but by little less than the 
compulsion of friendship." Mrs. Courtney 
dexterously took the compliment to herself, 
dnd answered it by a pressure of the faand» 
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Seraphina Matilda at this moment brok^ 
through the throng, and flinging her arms 
round Catherine's neck with resistless ten- 
derness, kissed her cheek. She fortunately 
did not accompany the action with a 1od£ 
and appropriate speech. Her feelings, and 
they had often done her this service before, 
overcame her, and impeded her utterance. 
She was at a loss for words to express her 
share in the general felicity. 

" To do Seraphina justice," whispered 
Martha, " I believe she will find it in her 
heart to forgive you your fortune, provided 
always you take especial care not to rival 
her with her adorers." '' I always warned 
them," resumed Martha, " that you would 
one day have your revenge. I long to see 
how you will use yoiir triumph." 

Catherine, without replying, approached 
Lady Lovemore with polite inquiries for the 
health of her lord, who, she perceived, did 
not make one of the family partj' that day. 
"Lord Lovemore !" answered her ladyship, 
with an air of profound indifference, " He is 
well, I believe ; that is to say, he was well 
when I last heard of him. He has been, 
heaven knows where ; down in the North, I 
think, these six weeks ; electioneering, hunt- 
ing, visiting ; but it was too much to expect 
me to leave town at this season. I dare say 
his lordship will come back when he fincfe 
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h convenient.^' Catherine looked astonish- 
mcnf. "Now, what surprises you?'' whis- 
pered Martha. " Do you think she consent- 
ed to become Lady Lovemore, to have her 
inestimable old lord always at her elbow ? 
(^aite the contrary: she married him to get 
tid of bis company ; and the expedient bail 
answered the purpose admirably." — " Still 
merciless!" cried Catherine; "will nothing 
soften your propensity to satire ?" — " Noth- 
inc," rejoined Martha, " except burying my- 
BcTf in such a herr^itage as you have just 
emerged from, where all is innocence and 
msipidity." 



am m i0^mt»mm'm9'»<00»mm>0m^tfm0lk 



CHAPTER III, 



Oh ! where is hooouf safe ? Not with the living ; 
They feed upon opinions, errors, dreams, 
Aad make them truths : they draw a nourbbmcnt 
Out of defamiogs ; grow upon disgra(j;es ; 
And when they see a virtue fortified 
Strongly, above the battery of their tehguiBSy 
Ob ! how they cast to sink it ! 



The following day, the whole family, with 
he exception oi Mrs. Yaughan, and the ad- 



22 HUSBAND HUNTING. 

dition of one or two visitors, were assemble! 
in the drawirxg-rootn, when a servant an 
nounced Mr. Mordaunt. " Mbrdaunt !" sait 
Mrs. Courtney ; " does any one remembe 
the name?" As the servant stood at ih 
door, waiting to know his mistress^ pleasun 
*'Not I," '^ Nor I," echoed several voice 
at once. '" Mordaunt ! Oh I now recollect, 
said Courtney, " a college friend of Vaugl 
an's, brought here one evening just befor 
he went abroad, something of a fashionable 
one who knows a good deal, and tells mor 
than he knows." — "Oh, admit him, by.al 
means," said Martha ; "such a man is an es 
sential of life. We shall hear all the newf 
and all the scandal, about our dear abseo 
friends." 

Mordaunt entered. " Welcome to England 
Mr. Mordaunt," said Courtney, advancmg t 
meet him with a hand of the most re^& 
friendship. " Just arrived, 1 presume. Wha 
news from the peninsula? Our heroes a1 
alive, all stirring just now." — " Why, faitt 
not all," said Mordaunt, carelessly; "thi 
campaign has done its work ; but such a 
are alive, are driving the French famous!; 
before them." Catherine gave an invoiunti 
ry shudder. 

Mordaunt now found himself assailed b; 
a^tring of inquiries made in such rapid sac 
cession, as scarcely to give him time to re 
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ply. One of the visitors had a brother, 
another a nephew, in the service. He was 
overwhelmed. " Really, mndam, 1 don't 
know — Ihave not seen — 1 have not heard*^ 
-"-as be turned from one to the other, per- 
,. plexed and bewildered by the multiplicity of 
§( qnestions. " Pray, sir," said Mrs. Courtney, 
' with a countenance of that curiosity which 
.. is altogether independent of regard ; ^ in the 
ij course of the campaign, did you ever meet 
;| with a Mr. Gordon, of the 49th ? Is he like- 
ly to get on ? Has his father made any ex- 
ertion in his favour ? Has he any possible 
chance of promotion f — '^Whether he is safe, 
isammor consideration,'' whispered Martha. 
If he does not get a regiment at once, he may 
as well march civilly out of the world." — 
"Really, Madam, I am distressed beyond 
measure," said Mordaunt, in a tone of actual 
mortification, ^^ to be obliged to profess igno- 
rance on all these subjects of interest. But 
Spain is a wide country, our armies are vast- 
ly scattered, and it unfortunately happens, 
tfiat I have not met with any of the gentle- 
men named." 

^ You left England, Mr. Mordaunt, I think, 
' about the same time with our mutual friend, 
Vaughan." — ^" Some months before," replied 
Mordaunt, glad of having at length something 
to communicate, " I saw him the very day 
I set out homewards ; a noble fellow — I left 
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hiiQ in excellent health ; but^^^ — Catherine felt 
her breath stop — ^*' not quite so well in spirits 
as in health*^' ^' I am not much surprised 
at that,'' observed Lady Lovenaore, " Mr. 
Vaugban, in my opinion, was n^vcr very re- 
marKable for vivacity; he was looked on 
here as singularly grave for his time of life.'^ 
— ^^ It would have oeen singular, not to have 
been a little grave at the time I left him."— 
'^ A lady in the case, I imagine ; a Spanisli 
romance, such as fair ladies may easily con 
ccive. — ^Oh ! pray, leave nothing to fancy,* 
said Mrs, Courtney, " I beg you will let us 
have it at full length,'^ casting a keen glance 
at Catherine, who sat motionless, not daring 
to venture an inquiry, nor even raise hei 
eyes from the ground. 

" It is told in a few words," replied Mor 
daunt. " The rival was a fiery Spaniard, i 
jealous Don, as they all are. The Spanisb 
ladies are dangerous beauties; the Don car 
ried off the prize, and not content with beinj 
the successful wooer, must absurdly seek an 
opportunity of quarrelling with Vaughan, foi 
having presumed to look with the same eyes 
upon the lady." " Strange," said Courtney, 
^ who would have suspected this from Vau- 

fhan; that very wise and primitive person 1 
could have laid the long odds he ^ould ne- 
ver find courage to talk on the formidable 
topic of love to any human being, fair oi 
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brown.^ Catherine could bear no more. 
She rose bastilF, and with a countenance 
"(Jeathlj pale, with difficulty found her 
war across the room, and sought the soli- 
tude of her chamber, where, flinging herselif 
upon the sofa, she sobbed aloud in the ful- 
ness of her heart. 

The deep though momentary silence which 
followed her departure, recalled the thought- 
less narrator to a sense of his imprudence. 
Be would have taken his leave,, provoked 
bejond measure at his own indiscretion ; but 
Courtney had other inouiries to make, and 
he led him apart from the group. ^^ May I 
entreat, Sir," said he, " that you will com- 
plete your story. I am afraid that you know 
more of the subject than you choose to telK^^ 
"On the contrary, I rather think I have told 
more," returned Mordaunt, disconcerted, 
"than I had any right to tell. I speak from 
little better than report." " But report," ar- 
gued Philip, " has but too often its founda- 
tion in something very like the truth ; plain- 
ly, has there been a meeting, a duel ?" " I 
oave made a most unpardonable blunder in 
this business, Sir," was the reply. ^M was 
almost under an injunction of secrecy, yet 
here have I let the whole affair slip ni the 
first five minutes, and before ladies !" " And 
Vaughan gave you this injunction ?" urgecj 
Courtney. "* As to the intended duel, the ren- 
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contre is, I am afraid a fact." " And the 
cause?" "I know nothing beyond the com- 
mon rumour of the camp ; and I am most ex- 
tremely diortified that I mentioned either the 
one or the other. It was the ladies ! a man 
that falls headlong and unprepared into a 
drawing-room, can have no more chance of 
keeping a secret of the last importance, thaa 
— than I had." 

" Well," said Courtney, laughing, " as I 
am no woman, perhaps you will acquit me 
of all Irregular curiosity in my inquiries. I 
am, I assure you, actuated simply by an 
earnest wish to serve Vaughan. I would 
know the facts entire of this unlucky adven- 
ture, to enable me to repeat the story to his 
advantage. He has relations. If it should 
reach his uncle^s ears, it might shake him 
considerably in his good opinion." — " Most 
unlucky," said Mordaunt, in an accent of real 
regret, "yet you may rely upon his coming 
off with honour." — " And did he," said Court- 
ney, " knowing that you were about to de- 
part for England so immediately, charge you 
with no letters, no message ? strange." — 
" None," replied Mordaunt ; " but that was 
. scarcely to be wondered at, considering his 
reluctance to let the matter get loose in Eng- 
land. And after all, it might come to no- 
thing. Those affairs you know blow over 
every day." 
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"No letter,'' murmured Courtney; his 
deep eye glistening with the triumph which 
he was to build upon this unwary omission. 
He walked away a few involuntary steps, to 
indulge in his exultation. Then suddenly 
turning to the perplexed Mordaunt, ''You 
are perfectly satisfied that no communication, 
no detail on this subject has reached Eng- 
land. You have come alone from the army/' 
"No, not absolutely alone," replied Mor- 
daunt, laughingly ; " but I can assure you, 
that my companion is not at all burthened 
with the histories of the campaign." 

Courtney meditated again, — " Of the duel 
you are sure ?" " Perfectly." " He would 
fight?" "No doubt of it. There was not a 
more dashing fellow in the brigade, I have 
good reason to say it." — " He may have been 
Silled," murmured Courtney, " and you 
have brought the news ?" — he approached 
and gazed with a wild eagerness in his hear- 
er's face.. "Heaven forbid!" said Mor- 
daunt, shrinking at the thought — and over- 
powered by the fierce glare of his eye; 
"That is scarcely the surmise of a friend." 
— " A friend, Sir ! ay, he shall find me a 
friend indeed," retorted Courtney, with a 
sardonic smile. . 

He stood silent for a while. Then sud- 
denly recovering himself, with a look of his 
mother's subtle courtesy, he apologized for 
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any abruptness of which he might have bee 
guilty in the inquiry, on the ground of h 
extreme interest in his beloved relative 
welfare. 

> The ladies had already withdrawn, an 
Mordaunt took his leave, perplexed by wh; 
he had seen, and regretting what he ha 
ilone. Courtney bowed him to the dooi 
then violently flinging it to, paced the roo 
Iq a fever of exulting and inflamed feeling 
''Out of this imperfect story, this unexplai 
€d romancci this dubious duel, might I 
V framed the ruin of the rival lover and tl 
rival heir* His mistress was to be won, h 
uncle was to be alienated.^' The pictuj 

Eiread in sanguine colours before him, and I 
ng indulged in the luxuries of his stei 
Mns^ination. 
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CHAPTER IV. 



I must be 
Envious, and so sit eating of myself . 
At other's fortunes ; I must lie and damnably, 
Beyond the patience of an honest bearer. 
But when I am a lover, Heaven have mercy ! 
Love and ambition draw the dcvirs coach. 

BeaumonU 



The greater part of that wrrtched day 
was spent by Catherine in her chamber ; 
but, conscious of the remarks to which she 
would subject herself by a longer seclusioD, 
she joined the family at the dinner-hour. 
Mrs. Vaughan, unhappily acquainted with 
the leading points of the story, did not make 
her appearance, and she could feel it no 
shame to give herself up to the indulgence 
of a natural grief. Catherine envied her the 
freedom of her solitude, but knew too well 
that no such allowance would be made for, • 
herself. She felt that a mother's grief is sa* * > . 
cred, — while the anguish of a heart like her't"^ *^V ^ 
was much less likely to meet sympathy than ' "''* 
ridicule. 

By a violent and painful effort, she com- 
pelled herself to appear before them, and 
even tried to smile and talk on indifferent 
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subjects. But when they asked her to ac- 
company them to the theatre, her heart felt U 
that this was a task to which she was une- ' 
4]ual ; she declined the offer; and the qui- 
vering lip and the treacherous tear afforded 
strong evidence of the cause.. 

Fortunately, the whole party, intent upon 
amusement, speedily dispersed to make their 
preparations for the evening; and when Ca- 
therine, from the window at which she was 
seated, s?iw Lady Lovemore^s carriage draw 
up, and the four ladies enter it with Hght steps 
and joyous countenances, she felt as if tne 
sight; however wofully contrasted with her 
own feelings, was yet a relief to her over- 
charged heart. 

Thinking that she was secure from intru- 
sion for the remainder of the evening, and 
leaning her aching head on her hand, while 
she gazed vacantly on the various objects 
which passed in 'rapid succession before her 
eyes, siie sank into a bitter contemplation of 
toe change which had taken place in her 
hopes and prospects in the course of that 
luckless day. 

Even the thought of her father^s return, 
which she had anticipated with so much joy, 
was no longer a source of delight ; she re- 
proached herself for this unfilial sentiment, 
— but Vaughan had been too long the secret 
4aiaster of her heart. " How often have I 
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iieard, that grief follows rapidly on the steps 
of joy! Shall I ever venture to, be happy 
again f 

Absorbed by the painful train of thought 
into which she had just fallen, she had suf- 
fered Courtney to enter the room unpercciv- 
ed* She looked up, and saw him standing 
beside her, less with an expression of sur- 
prise in his countenance, than one' that 
might have been mistaken for sympathy. 

]Je took her motionless hand, and paused, 
as if respect and feeling for the circumstan- 
ces in which she was placed checked him. 
^^Dear Miss Greville,'^ he said, '^ I am most 
deeply concerned that you should have 
bearcf any tjdings that could give you pain. 
Believe mc, f speak with all sincerity when 
isay, that the sight of those sorrows, froraf 
whatever cause they flow, has given me 
ioexpi^essible regret*" Catherine was still 
silent. He resumed : '^ So important is your 
happiness to me, that I could even find in 
my heart to plead a rivaPs cause, if I might 
kope to sec you smile again.'^ 

"Sir!" said Catherine, interruptedly; "a 
rival's cause! I do not comprehend. 1 am 
indisposed. I* have no grief,— at least, none 
of the nature that you attribute to mc.'' 
"Nay, dearest girl, this to me, who know all ? 
lly candour should be, at least, repaid with 
tqual sincerity, whatever may be the fote of 
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my respect, — my regard ! You may not be 
aware that I was Vaughan's confidant from 
the first ; but bear me witness, that a sense 
of honour and friendship towards him have 
till this moment silenced the pleadings of 
my own heart, and even now I should be 
silent, if I thought him still worthy of you." 

A pang struck his hearer to the heart; 
but she made no reply but by turning away. 
Courtney again addressed her. " I should, 
dearest girl, teach myself to respect the 
priority of his claims, — yes, however hard 
might be the task, should forbear to name 
my hopes, perhaps I might say |ny claims ; 
but appearances are fatally adverse to 
him." 

" Appearances, Sir !" said Catherine, mak- 
ing a vain attempt to stifie her emotion ; " I 
can have no right, no wish to inquire into 
their truthi The subject of your allusions 
is free, and doubtless perfectly at liberty to 
•foHow his own inclinations, — to make his 
own decisions." "For myself," rejoined 
Philip, " I disdain rumour, yet with loveli- 
ness and honour, with you before him, I 
cannot find a milder term than guilty, for 
one who could for a moment^ forget his alle- 
giance." 

His voice grew more pathetic. " Heavens ! 
had such a heart been mine ! But, no doubt, 
he will write; this will be the test. He 
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viH not suBTer a dishonourable, a deadly im- 

?rtation to rest upon his conduct* No, — 
aoghan will undoubtedly write, — if he be 
Init hving to make that explanation." ^' If 
he be but living?'' exclaimed Catherine, 
clasping her hands; the dreadful thought of 
\]& death superseding every other conside- 
ration ; and sne felt at that instant as if she 
could have pardoned even his utter deser- 
tioo of her, could she have been but assured 
of bis safety. 

Courtney gazed in dismay at her blank 
coQDtenance and tearful eye. He saw that 
it was vain to attempt exciting in her bosom 
a prejudice against Vaughaa, while she trem- 
bled for his life ; and, repulsed in bis first 
attempt, he stood irresolute what course 
Aext to pursue. 

At this period, Mrs. Yaughan entered 
bi:$tily, with an open letter in her band. 
•'Rejoice with me, Catherine, my love," she 
exclaimed, '^ here is a letter from Spain, 
from my Francis himself, this moment re- 
ceived/' : "A letter! where, where?" said 
Catherine, almost springing forwards to take 
it. Courtney gave it a single glance, ^ Has 
it a date ?" he asked coldly. " Date !" said 
Mrs. Vaughan, referring anxiously to • the 
letter; "I had forgotten to notice that. No; 
what an unfortunate omission." " An inten- 
tioAal omission I should be rather inclined to 
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fear," said Courtney. " Sir, sir I" said Mrs. 
Vaughany in a voice of impatient sorrow, 
" this is cruel — thus tp sport with my feel- 
ings, to renew my worst fears." " You do 
me infinite injustice. Madam ; 1 would mere- 
ly caution you against the indulgence of a 
too sanguine hope. The letter certainly 
may have been written after the event whica 
has naturally alarmed us all so much. What 
account does he give of the Spanish aflfairT 
" He does not once allude to it," replied 
Mrs.* Vaughan. " It may be so, certainly," 
said Courtney, with an aspect of grave 
doubt ; '^ yet I should have supposed that he 
would have been nervously anxious to ex- 
plain every thing satisfactorily relative to a 
matter so, very delicate ; yet he may clear 
his honour still." " He will, 1 will answer , 
for it," said Mrs. Vaughan vehemently. Ca- 
therine trembled, and listened intensely. 
" Yet, this silence is so unlike him," observ- 
ed Courtney, with apparent carelessness. 
" Had it been my own case, I could not have 
rested under the suspicion of this levity and 
forgetfniness for an hour ; but he has more 
resolution than I have." 

In the steady and somewhat indignant 
gaze with which Mrs. Vaughan met his eye, 
he could discern no trace of the feeling he 
had been labouring to instil into her mind; 
but in the fluctuating and feverish tinge 
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which mounted rapidly to Catherine'^ coun- 
tenance, be flattered himself that he could 
discover, at least, an indecision, which might 
by degrees be worked up into resentment 
and rejection. Catherine's heart was on the 
rack of uncertainty ; but the more she felt 
conscious of dotjbt, the more she felt anxious 
to disguise it from all eyes. (There is no 
love without some slight tincture of jea- 
lousy^ and she felt for the tirst time the 
pains of the most imperious and mingled of 
all the passions. 



CHAPTER V. 



I«t ite kijfs off those tears, O, beauteous tears, 
If shed by filial love, if shed for absence. 
Come to my arms, my girl ! Of all the pangs 
That lurked beneath the rugged brow of war, 
. When glaring day was closed, and hushed the camp, 
Oh, then, amid ten thousand other cares. 
Those stung the keenest that remembered thee, 

Thompson, 



Mrs, Courtney, elated by her fashionable 
alliance, and with two daughters still to be 
disposed of for the benefit and honour of the 
peerage, had plunged at this period into 
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more resolute dissipation. Still bandsom 
though unbappilv not within that period i: 
which lovely ladies grow yet more lovelj 
no artist in the great science of good look 
could exert a happier ingenuity in repellin 
the advances of Time, the only advance 
tha^ women of a certain rank are presume 
to think of repelling, 

A natural spirit of activity, which to th 
ruder eye often seems a talent for affairs; 
dignified and striking exterior, which s.eeme 
made for the palmy heights of life ; and a 
iron heart within ; were the qualification 
by which, having ancc attained a place i 
fashionable life^ she held it as of right. Th 
attempts to dispute her right were few ; fc 
her sarcasm was bitter, and her resentmer 
was avdwedly quick, unsparing, and imph 
cable. She was hated, and was perfect! 
conscious of it; but like the Roman tyran 
her eye seemed to say, " Let them hati 
while they fear/' 

Yet, in all her state, there was one anxiet 
that envenomed the whole triumph. He 
income, however dexterously stretched, we 
stretched beyond its strength, and the tim 
must come when the struggle must be ruii 
and Mrs. Courtney be smiled cm by duel 
esses, and be flirted with by their recreai 
lords — no more! 

After one of her most splendid routs, 9I: 
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hd scarcely sunk into a restless dream, in 
which credtlors in a thousand different shapes 
from all the elements seemed crowding round 
faer, when she was startled by the rolling of 
a carriage to the door. 

Her attendant entered at the same moment 
to tell her that a gentleman hjad arrived, who 
had sent up no name, but had desired that 
none of the family should be disturbed on 
his account. 

Conjecture ran over the number of gen- 
tlemen, old and young, to whom she was in- 
debted ; and, conscious of the easy disguises 
of a creditor, she felt sudden alarm. She 
sprang to the window, but the carriage had 
driven off; and the bright sunshine striking 
upon her own countenance, showed her in 
her mirror a face that must not be exhibited 
to any human being without a long and stu- 
dious surveillance^ 

Catherine, who had reluctantly appeared 
on the night before, and was the first to re- 
tire, was the first to rise, and entered the 
breakfast-parlour, unconscious of the new 
arrival. She stopped on seeing a gentleman 
there, who unhearingher light step, and with 
his back turned to her, was looking intently 
at the family pictures. He wns tall and 
stately; but hishcad partially bald, and his 
attitude slightly bent, as by illness or wounds, 
struck her with an instinctive impression for 
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which she could find no v/ords. The stran- 
ger turned, and with military courtliness 
made her a low obeisance. He was a hand- 
some and martial-looking figure ; but his sal- 
low countenance gave proof that he had long 
served abroad. He gazed for a moment, as 
if trying to collect his thoughts, then ex-^ 
claiming, "Catherine, my girl!" caught her 
half fainting in his arms. 

She was now happy, without a recollec- 
tion of sorrow to shade her happiness. She , 
was in the arms of her protector, and her 
parent. She fixed her fine eyes on his vigo- 
rous and joyous features with a strange de- 
light: she felt as if he had never left her; 
yet she felt as if a new security from anguish, 
a new enjoyment of existence, a new tie to 
life had been created for her within that 
hour. 

The General gazed at her with mingled 
fondness and admiration. ^^And is this the 
little one that used to climb my knees, that 
I have chidden and kissed a hundred times 
a-day? You cannot remember those early 
times, Catherine, but they are still fresh in 
your father's memory. Could I have anti- 
cipated the happiness of this meeting, I could 
never have found the courage to defer it so 
long.'' Catherine sent up a silent thanks- 
giviilg. "But it was for you, my child; and 
though India has left its marks upon me, I 
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hope to spend many a joyous day in England 
with you yet/' 

• Catherine fondly replied, that his presence 
^as enough for her happiness. "You talk 
like all girls, full of romance," said her fa- 
ther, laughingly ; " but I'll answer for it, you 
yKfill not find yourself the worse for possess- 
ing some of the good things of this world. 
You shall live like a Begum, a princess, my 
girl, and we must look out for a prince for 
you, ere long." The General, in the care- 
less joy of his heart, had touched on an in- 
teresting topic; while Catherine, reverting 
with renewed pain to Courtney's story, trem- 
bled at the intimation. 

Mrs. Courtney, who;n the announcement 
of her visitor's name had for once induced 
to hasten the mysteries of the toilette more 
than usual, now entered, followed by her 
two daughters, to whom successively she in- 
troduced him: "But how is this?" said the 
General : " there is some familiar face, or 
familiar name, that strikes me as missing 
from the family circle. Julia ! — Yes — Ju- 
lia ! — I hope no accident — she was a lovely 
child!" — "My dear General," said Mrs. 
Courtney, her former gracious smile giving 
place to an ominous gravity, " she is Seldom 
.Qamed here — she is married !" — " So much 
Ike better," said the General ; " she promised 
•i^ be ft fine sensible girl. Where does she 
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live? we must visit her and her husband," — 
"Ask no more, my dear General: she has 
degraded herself and us by an unworthy mar- 
riage," — '*Why — what — that is bad. Has 
she run off with the footman, or been con- 
verted to matrimony by a methodist preach- 
er?"— "Heavens, how you terrify me," said 
Mrs. Courtney, " by such shocking allu- 
iions ! No, I flatter myself that a child of 
mine could not so totally forget what was due 
to me as to throw herself away upon any one 
unconnected with rank; but unfortunately 
the husband whom Julia has chosen has not 
the means to support Tier in that society 
to which she has been accustomed." — ^^ Bad 
again," said the general. " Money is essen- 
tial — ^yct'if the fellow is a gentleman — " 
" Mr. Gordon, mv dear father !" said Cathe- 
j-ine ardently, **- has only a noble presence, 
a cultivated mind, and a most generous and 
excellent heart to recommend him : rank and 
^rtune are much; but shall thope go for 
OPtbing?^' — "Not in my eyes, lean assure 

irou,'' s^id her admiring father ; " we must 
ook for these young pepple — bring the ex- 
iles home; and Julia shall be my guest— r 
your guest, Catherine." 

Mrs. Courtney, with the view of changing 
the subject, begged that the General would 
satisfy their curiositv respecting the cause of 
his long silence. Th^ explanation was giv?a 
at once. 
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As it had been Mrs. Courtney's custom to 
take flight in the season for some fashionable 
catering-place, General Greville bad for 
many years, for better security, been in the • 
habit of despatching his letters to his agent 
in London. When she had last called for 
her remittances, an unusual time having 
elapsed without a letter, she found the ola 
agent dead, and his affairs in the hands of 
bis nephew, a young, and as it afterwards 
turned out, an unprincipled coxcomb, who 
denied having received any packet from In- 
dia. To all subsequent applications, made 
at different intervals, he invariably gave the. 
same reply. Becoming seriously uneasy, 
and afraid to trust the conveyance of her 
own letters to this person, whom she began 
to suspect of negligence, at least, she wrote 
through other channels without receiving any 
reply. Her hard and selfish nature had from 
this adopted the opinion, which had produced 
so material a change in her behaviour towards 
Catherine. Foster, the agent^s nephew, bad • . 
been unable to resist the temptation of ap- './P 
propriating the handsome suras remitted by 
the Greneral for his daughter, and had kept 
back every letter since his uncle's death. 

In one of those, General Greville had ap- 
prized Mrs. Courtney, that his military du- 
ties would call him many hundred mile op . '' 
the country, where he was likely to be sta- / , 

VOL. II. 4 * ^$ 



42 HUSBAND HUNTING. 

tioDed for some time, and where she mus 
future direct to him ; but, as tbis'commi 
catioD never met her eye, her letters w< 
of course, addressed as formerly, and lost 

In the mean time, the General hav 
become greatly alarmed at this appar 
silence, ma4e preparations for quitting Inc 
He wrote by an ofljcer, to signify his inl 
tion to Courtney, ^nd giving the same i 
matiQi) tQ his agent, Foster absconded imi 
diately^ 

Mrs* Courtney was now all indignati 
and would have pursued the culprit fr 
pole to pole, ^ Come^ be more merciful, 
lair sister," said the good-natured Gener 
^' I api rather glad that the scoundrel 
escaped. These City coxcombs seldom 
cape 90 well. The loss of the money i 
trifle compared with the uneasiness wh 
this piece of fraud has occasioned to 
parties ; but that is all over now." 

Catherine gave him a look of gratitude s 
beauty that fi<ed her father's eye. He 1 
silent in strong admiration ; his heart ^ 
full; and something like a prayer quive 
on his manly lips, that she might be ha] 
beyond the reach of chancy or change. 
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CHAPTER VI. 



How canst thou cross this marriage ; not 
/ Honestly, but so covertly, that no dishonesty 
Shall appear in it. Shakspeare, 



T» 



General Grsvill^, not altogether pleased 
with the slight insight which he bad obtained 
of Mrs. Courtney's character, ipade speedy 
preparations for establishing himself in a 
home of hi5 own* Mrs. Courtney, who had 
acuteness enough to pericerve the unfavoura- 
ble impression which she had made, was no 
further anxious to detain him, than jusX suffi- 
ciently to gain time to promote her son's 
designs upon the heiress. Could she have 
any share in bringing abiDut (his opulent ani"- 
anc^, she would have some claim on Philip, 
perhapi3 spinuch as to ^dd advantagieously to 
an iDCOine burthcned with two daughters, 
who, she began to fear, if some strenuous 
exertuMiks were npt ix^ade in their favour, 
Qijght $ta^d a chance of remaining upon her 

The splendQur of the match might so far 
da^czle the eyes of their tardy admirers, as 
to bring tfa^m to the point desired ; or failing 
ikk% fibs should, doubtless, be introduced ta 
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the large and wealthy circle of the General 
Indian friends ; and the interesting Seraphin 
in one of her melting moods, might posssib 
captivate the heart of a Nabob. 

Meanwhile Catherine, occupied bj h 
own reveries, had formed no idea of tl 
wary speculations of which she was the cc 
stant theme, but wandered from room 
room like a restless spirit, anxious and frett 
at being compelled to mingle in sociei 
which daily became more irksome. 

She had one morning excused herself frc 
all engagements for the day, and was ent< 
ing the drawing-room, which, to her joy, s 
found vacant, when she perceived throu 
the folding-doors, partially open, Mrs. Cou 
ney and her son in earnest conversation. 
" It is really quite provoking," were the fi 
words which met ner ears from Mrs. Cou 
ney's lips, "to see her moping about t 
house in this discontented manner ; dear i 
fortimate girl, will nothing open her eyes ! 

^ Argument is out of the question," sj 
Philip, in a still more emphatic tone ; '^ ha 
we npt offered plain circumstantial eviden 
of his infidelity," drawing at the same tii 
a letter from his pocket ; " and yet even ti 
proof could answer no purpose ; read aga 
and be convinced. Catherine, intelligent 
she is, would attribute my interference, 
she has done all my previous sincerity, on 
jto pcraonal motives," 
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The actual pronunciation of her name 
would not permit the luckless Catherine to 
cling to the faint hope that they spoke of an 
indifferent person, — but the generosity of 
ber nature, much as her curiosity was roused, 
uould not permit her to satisfy her doubts 
by^uch means, ancj^ throwing open the fold- 
ing-doors, she presented herself before them* 
—** Madam,"' said she to Mrs. Courtney, 
^ I have been an involuntary hearer of a part 
of your conference; as I am the topic, at 
least allow me time to retire ;" and, without 
waiting a reply, she hastily quitted the room, 
but not without carrying away too clear a 
coq?iction» 

" Very superb indeed," said, Mrs. Court- 
B^y, ^ so hear the wise !" Philip laughed* 
^I thipk that we have clipped Vaughan's 
wings. Probably she has heard enough. 
Utthe hint work ;" this little dialogue having 
been planned to take place in her hearing. 

General Greville could not remain an un- 
Ikoved spectator of her continual sadness, 
akbough he deemed it almost impossible that 
>ke could have any sorrows beyond his 
power to remedy, or which she could be 
afraid to reveal. Thus he was at length 
led to fear that her dejection was a fault in 
W nature, — that hers was an unloving and 
uojoyous spirit. 

tie tried every resource that his affection- 
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ate heart could devise* The variety 
amusements which he offered to her w< 
not declined, but they were evidently i 
enjoyed. He drove her through the m 
fashionable streets at the gayest honr, ^ 
without exciting a smile ; he surrounded I 
with his friends, — she received them ^ 
politeness, but without animation. She tc 
no interest in the choree of his furnitu 
She was indifferent to the place of his r 
dence; the well-filled purse, which he thi 
upon her toilet, was surveyed with a carel 
gaze. 

He had heard that she danced with pc 
liar grace ; she now hated the very nam< 
a ball : — that she was an excellent musicii 
she now never played. He began to f 
that all his fondness was thrown away u] 
an insensible heart.^ " I will procure for 
some agreeable surprise, purchase for 
some handsome present peculiarly adap 
to her taste, and try if she has any gratitu 
I have been told that she is strongly attaci 
to the harp," thought the kind-hearted fath 
'^ she shall have the handsomest that can 
procured in London." He drove off < 
morning early, and having fixed on an ins 
ment at an enormous price, ordered it to 
sent to Mrs." Courtney's house, till, his c 
should be ready for its reception. 

Catherine entered the drawing-room ' 
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af(€r the new' purchase had been deposited 
in a conspicuous station. The General was 
inpatiently awaiting her arrival; but her 
head was filled and her heart half broken 
bj the conversation which she had overheard 
th^t morning, and she entered with even a 
more abstracted and disquieted air than usual^ 
A chilling apathy had benumbed every feel- 
ing. Life, with all its allurements, appeared 
valueless to her. She approached the spot 
where her father's costly present stood in 
all its glory, heavily cast her eyes upon it, 
and turned away again. The General im- 
patiently walked up and down, anticipating 
aneipression of surprise and delight.; still 
not a word. He could bear it no longer. . 
** Catherine, my girl, do you see nothing to 
attract your attention?" She was silent.— 
"Come, child, this is perhaps the fashionable 
habit of the people of the present day ; but, 
in my time, I have seen ladies pleased with 
wore trifling attempts to consult their tastes." 
He approached her, and said with a soften- 
ed manner. f'Thej tell me that you have 
sometimes wished for an instrument ; I have 
had a kind of pilgrimage in search of this 
before your indolent household were out of 
their first sleep this morning." 

Catherine, excited by the voice of kind- 
ness in which this was spoken, exerted her- 
self to tfiank him for his superb present, dnd 
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struck a few chords on it. Music had always 
a resistless power over her ; and as she lean- 
ed over the harp, and listened to its rich and 
mingling vibrations, her eye involuntaril} 
grew bright, and her cheek glowed. She sa^ 
down, and plunged into all the deliciou! 
depths and mysteries of its harmony. Hei 
performance bad the grace and brilliancy o 
habitual practice and natural talent; and tb 
General's delight was boundless, or only t< 
be excelled by bis discovering that her voic 
was as captivating as her command of string 
and pedals. 

But here a deeper difficulty arose ; th 
music-room must be first explored for a son| 
and in that v6otii of Mrs. Courtney's crowc 
ed house, some of the most important and ui 
dtsturbable operations of the toilet were ? 
this hour in solemn performance by the lad 
of the mansion herself. The whole tribe ( 
those sylphs who preside over cosmetics an 
complexions would have been roused int 
cureless hostility by an irregular intrusion 
and Catherine, mihappy and reluctant, pleac 
ed that she did not remember an air in th 
world. For this, however, the General ha 
made provision. In the purchase of the har| 
he had brought with him some national song 
which the publisher declared to be destir>e 
to immortal popularity. One of these, to 
Spanish melody, he placed before hen 
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LA PARTIDA. 

We parted in love ; and our tears fell like rain ; 

Yet still some sad pleasure was mixed with our pain; 

To some wild forebodings my mind was a prey, 
But none of them whispered that you could betray ; 
I griered when I thought of the world and its woes ; 
But I thought of the time when our trials would close ; 
Hope sweetened the last dreary sound of << adieu,** 
Ana still I was blest^ for I trusted in you. 

But taars must flow faster, and pain be more pain, 
For the brightest and best of our hope may be vain. 
Yet why should I weep, since the moitient will come 
When my heart will be calm, and the grave be my home ? 
NovTf Fortune, thy sunshine can cheer me no more, 
For nay joys and my sorrows alike shall be o*er : 
Yet had I earth^s treasures, I'd think them too few, 
1*0 die, oh, thou false one ! still trusting in you. 

Slight and simple as these verses were, 
their accidental allusions struck loo bitterly 
upon a mind already stung* The General, 
delighted with the sweetness and skill of the 
singer, scarcely perceived the increasing fee- 
l>lenes8, the faltering voice, the tear, that of- 
ten wiped away would still com^, till he wa^ 
roused by a sigh that (old the whole deep 
agony of the heart, and he had only tin)e to 
catch Catherine's fulling form in his arms. 

Assistance was loudly called for, and im- 
mediately procured : the attendants bore a- 
way the unhappy girl to her chamber; arid 
the General, anxious and alarmed, was left 
alone with Courtney, to obtain such explan- 
ation as he could. 
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That explanation was given with an air o 
infinite reluctance ; but was, notwithstanding 
given at an extent sufficient to stimulate or- 
dioary suspicion, and with a skill adapted t 
deceive ordinary sagacity. Courtney dis 
tinctly attributed the conduct which ha 
^' equally pained all her relatives" to Catfai 
line's prejudice against '^ some members" o 
her aunt's family, and to her unaccountable^ 
partiality for a worthless individual, ^ unfor- 
tunately a relative,^' who had, from various^ 
Iiregnlarities, been compelled to enlist as a- 
common soldier. The GeneraPs face flameil 
at the recital. *^ Tis true," added Courtney, 
^^ that since, the mortality of the campaign^ 
and the necessity of having officers on tbc^ 
spot, had,'' he understood, ^^ been the source^ 
of some trivial advancement to this unbappj^ 
young man. But the occasional account^^ 
which reached their family, for all coircs— - 
pondence had been long interdicted, describ--' 
ed him as involved in low excesses follow 
by low quarrels in defence of those 
the result of which must be speedily the 
of his commission, and utter ruin.'' 

'^ But Catherine, my daughter, to think of 
this scoundrel !" broke out the exasperateA 
father, ^^ a common soldier, perhaps alrea^T 
turned out by a drum-head court-martial fr 
He suddenly stopped, and fixing his full, bold 
c*ye on Courtney, who instinctively shrunk 
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from its investigation — "Upon my honour, 
Sir. Philip,^' said he, " I am beginning to 
think you have sufficiently tried the patience 
of an old Indian. This affair is to me alto- 
gether inconceivable. Ay, Sir;'' and he 
strode through the spacious room ; " if you 
iiad told me that the girl was fastidious ; that 
she" bad turned upon her heel when some 
opulent booby paid her his homage; that she 
had laughed at some yellow admiral or duke 
on the retired list ; nay, had set the whole 
peerage at defiance, I might have believed 
it; for my girl is handsome, has talent and 
taste, and would be thrown away upon ninc- 
tenths of them. She has a toucn of romance 
too in her composition " 

"There, my dear Genera I, you have struck 
upon the very point. Miss Greville certain- 
ly bas siilgular beauty, accomplishment, and 
cenias, the rarest qualities under heaven; 
but she, it must be confessed, is inclined to 
invest the common characters of life with the 
hues of her own too vivid imagination. All 
is with her, either cmiUur de rose^ or utter 
darkness; she always paints en beau or en 
hid; and I should not be surprised if she has 
.imagined this reprobate subaltern into a hero 
foil of every virtue, and wanting only oppor- 
tunity to rescue all the way-laid damsels, and 
retrieve all the falling thrones of the earth.*' 

"JNo matter,'' said the General, " I leave 
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you to cure her of that absurdity ; this is an 
Ufiromantic world. A London winter, nay, 
a presentation at Court, would put all ro- 
mance to flight with the infinite majority of 
the sex. But the name of this abandoned 
fellow ?'' — " I regret to say it is — Vaua;han," 
replied Courtney. His hearer was all sur- 
prise. "What, the son of that lady-like 
woman, who is in this house? her praise of 
him is boundless. Catherine has the highest 
opinion of her." — "And of her son, too," 
sneered Courtney. " The truth is, my dear 
Sir, this Mrs.Vaughan is lady-like and grace- 
ful, but she is also sagacipus and worldly. 
Miss Greville has been attracted by her 
manners ; and you may rely upon it, that 
Vaughan's merits will not be forgotten as 
long as his mother can find an auditor. Her 
game is now doubly difficult ; for this scoun- 
drel son of her^s, as if to thwart all her ob- 
jects, has actually entangled himself in some 
sort of equivocal Spanish connexion, for 
which his life may have answered by this 
time; thus adding dishonour to dishonour^ 
and insulting the unhappily placed parlialiiy 
of your incomparable daughter." 

General Greville stood in a fever of dis- 
dain, sorrow and surprise ; he was silent 
throus;h perturbation ; but his look was full 
of inquiry. Courtney disclaimed all further 
knowledge. He regretted that be had been 
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incidentally led into topics that must be so' 
painful to all the friends of Miss Greville. 
^Excuse Di^, General,^' said he, with a de- 
pressed look and a sigh, ^^ if 1 speak with 
tfiore than common earnestness on a subject 
Brhich interests me so nearly. Till Vaughan 
:ame across my path, I was not without hope; 
Hiss Greville was the first name that ever 
:Iaimed my homage. To connect our fami- 
ies wds the first dream that ever charmed 
ny fancF. When your long and melancholy 
itence had overwhelmed us all with a too 
natural dread, it is not for me to say how I 
aboured at a toilsome profession, with the 
lope of one day being able to share the re- 
ulc of my exertions with her. And then. 
bis man stepped in, obtained a heart of 
vhich he has since shown he did not know- 
he value, and, even the promise of a hand 
or which I had not yet presumed even to 
ue. And how has he requited her !" — "Ay, 
o it has been from the beginning. Why will 
nen have daughters?'' said the indignant 
Seneral. ** But Catherine has sense and feel- 
nj5 — 1 will reason with her ; my word for it. 
E^nilip, you are my son-in-law, after all." — 
*Yct, where are you going, sir, in such 
haste f said Courtney, making an effort to 
detain him. ^'To my daughter, to be sure : 
nothing like acting on the spur of the mo- 
mcnt,"— " But, sir, if Vaughan's name should 

VOL. II. 5* 






64 HUSBAND HUNTING. 

be mentioned, in the course of your con 
ence, not a word that you have your inU 
gence on the subject from me»''— .'^Let 
alone, lovers are licensed to he jealous, : 
women are flattered by thinking so.^ H 
ever, I will keep the secret^ 1 am confiden 
success; good bye.'' — " Qravo, bravissiiv 
sj^tid Courtney to himself, as the Gene 
closed the door. 

He had gained one material point; a 
flattering himself that he now saw the p 
clear before him — ^' I am a Machiavel ; 
so may any man be, who has such hoi 
fools to deal with. Bravissimo,'' he excla 
ed aloud. Ending, as he strode exultin 
across the room, with 

'^ She is a woman, therefore to be wooed, 
" Sh« is a woman, therefore to be won." 
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CHAPTER VII. 



**Nay neyer droop, nor let thy lip's red rose 
Be sad as violets withered in the sun ; 
Life*s'but a tide, that hath its ebbs and flows, 
And ere the on« be past, the next^s begun. 
Then, sweetest, lady, look no more so pale. 
Bat list a new Ibve when the old doth fnil. 

Phineets Webb. 



General Gretille was not accustomed to 
let a matter rest, on which be had once set 
his heart. He hurried from room to room, 
fretted and fevered. " This wayward girl 
shall hear my whole opinion ; Courtney shall 
be the man ;^^ and as he pronounced these 
^ords, he opened the door of a small apart- 
ment, to which Catherine was in the habit of 
retiring, and in which she then was, deeply 
engaged in writing, and only stopping at in- 
Nervals to wipe away her tears. 

Pained at the sight, he stood irresolute 
whether to proceed ; but the consciousness, 
that loo free an indulgence of this idle sor- 
J'ow might render its consequences serious^ 
he approached her. "Rouse yourself, my 
child, what, always in tears ? Was it for this 
that I returned to England? It is possible to 
make me angry at last. Exert that spirit 
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which so well becomes you — and strive lo 
forget this Vaughan. Nay, no alarm, Cathe- 
rine, your secret is no longer in your own 
power, and ought it, my dear girl, to have 
been so long a secret, from me ?" 

" I ought scarcely," said Catherine, look- 
ing up mournfully in his face, " to .be sur- 
Erised at this intimation. Amid such a 
ost of eyes, I could hardly hope that my 
regrets should escape notice, or avoid con- 
demnation. I was never intended by nature 
for a hypocrite. These tears are my witness, 
that I have not the art to conceal the sad- 
ness which oppresses and overwhelms me." 

" A truce to this language. Are you not 
aware that this is a sorrow which the world 
is apt to view with contempt, instead of com- 
passion. My daughter must give no ground 
for private malice or public derision. You 
will be laughed at as a love-lorn damsel, and 
your cousins, of whom, to speak g;enerally, I 
have no favourable idea, will be the first to 
tell the tale. You must appear again in their 
evening parties — join in their morning ex- 
cursions. A little timely fortitude, and all 
will be well." 

" Oh ! sir, how hard is the task that you 
would impose. Give me but time. I cannot 
appear in the world with a contented coun- 
tenance, whilst all within is desolate.^' And 
she* placed her hand instinctively upon her 
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iearl, the throbbings of which might almost 
lave been heard in the silence. 

" I have not come here to teach you arti- 
ice, Catherine ; I ask you not to disguise but 

subdue feelings which are no longer justi- 
5able. Forget this Vaughan, I know that 
four sufferings are keen ; but I know also, 
!hat griefs of this nature are not incurable. 

1 have seen many who have wept like you, 
ind who afterwards, in the protection of an 
honourable husband, have looked back with 
wonder at their own delusion.^' 

^^That time, my father, will never come 
me," 

*^ It will, it mus(,^^ said the General, with a 
'ehemence that alarmed the trembline girU 
^Must I again warn you, that it is possible to 
iiraken my resentment. I tell you that there 
ire those at this hour anxious and worthy to 
Iry your tears. To come nearer to the 
HMnt, there is one who has my free consent 
make the trial, and my hearty wishes for 
'is successj'^and that one is Philip Courtney.'' 

"He!" said Catherine, with a look of 
oingled scorn and fear. " And why not?" 
tied the General, his voice rising to its for- 
ler pitch ; " an honourable, excellent, plain- 
ealing young man. This is romance be- 
ond belief, folly inconceivable; I had hop- 
J better things, I saw there was no mild 
id gentle virtue which you did not pracUs^ 
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I thought there was none, however brigiit 
and heroic which you could not attain. Is 
it not enough to drive one mad to see you 
waste your life in pining after a thoughtless, 

selfish, unprincipled ; it is true, 1 speak 

only from report, — but report speaks strongijT 
against him/' 

"And / speak from experience, — long ex- 
perience. I have shown that I hold him not 
free from error." 

"Can it be possible that you still feel any 
attachment to this fellow ?'' 

" His unkindness fades from my mind. I 
can remember only that he was generonSf 
noble, and kind." " I have done," said the 
General, receding; " I give up my task io 
despair; but recollect, girl, that this heart, 
old and insensible as you may deem it, may 
yet be broken by ingratitude." 

" Dearest father ? hear me,— spare me. 
You are now all to me ; hear but the natural 
and last excuse I have to offer. You shall 
hear Vaughan's name from me no more ; but 
recollect under what circumstances we met, 
and how we parted. We were both chil- 
dren of misfortune, and myself an orphan 
even in prospect. I was alone in the worMf 
or surrounded only by unkind rjglaitions. 
Thejfirst voice of kindness that had ever met 
my ear was from Francis Vaughan. Mj 
sole hope was in him. We met in a melan- 
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r time ; and, outcasts of fortune as we 

were, something like a providence 

ed to sanction the bond of two most un- 

Y and bitterly tried beings." 

e wept in silence. Then clasping her 
r^s hand : " I never saw my mother. I 
not then a father's tenderness ; and is 
be wondered at, that my thoughts, my 
m, should have been given to my only 
If 

''ou shall have time ; and I do not des- 
3f yet\seeing you transformed into that 

Y being I had hoped to have found you.'' 
tb these words he quitted her ; and Ca- 
16 once more left to solitude, (and to the 
:hed even the freedom of solitude is an 
rment,) resumed her occupation. It was 
aughan that she was writing. ^^ It is 
,'' she exclaimed as she folded the let- 
" on his reply hangs my destiny." Once 
'ice she stopped to consider, whether 
hould not submit it for perusal to some 
on whose advice she could rely ; but to 
Q could she apply ? " My father," she 
3d, ^^ is unacquainted with him, and is 
les strongly prejudiced. He would dic- 
I harsher style than I can bring myself 
opt. Mrs. Vaughan, indeed, knows, oir 
ines she knows him perfectly ; but she 

be blinded by her partiality, — she 
i deem circumstances trivial, which so 
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fearfully startle mc. None are so capable of 
judging rightljr in so delicate a situation as 
tliose who arc placed in it.'' She would not 
perceive that she was the last person in the 
world who could take a clear view of the 
question* 

She had written accordingly to Vaughan, 
merely announcing her father's arrival as an 
unexpected and welconae event. Her pride 
woula not permit her once)''? nllude to the 
hopes with which they had |p^tt«$), — hopes 
which were all to have been (fri»)^ed by 
this event, and which then, touched with the 
colours of her brilliant and noble mind, pre- 
sented a prospect of felicity almost too bright 
to be indulged. '* No," she reasoned ; '*'to 
renew promises made before suspicion came 
would be to solicit a similar reply. True or 
false, he cannot be ignorant of the reports 
respecting him. If he detect unusual cold- 
ness in my style, he will attribute it to natural 
and just displeasure ; if innocent, he will 
hasten to refute the calumny of which he is 
the victim ; my father's fortune and benevo- 
lence of heart have now removed every 
other obstable to oiir union, — for his consent 
he will not fear to sue, and to me he wlH 
address the language of an unchanged affec- 
tion and an honourable heart." Satisliea 
with the wisdom of her resolve, and secur*' 
that it would be the means of bringing bet 
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ftte ta a crisis, Catherine became gradaally 
Hone composed; ^nd when Mrs. Vaughan 
tnCered, just as she had sealed the fatal let- 
ter, DO traces of her former agitation were 
tisible. 

" Well, my love,'^ said her friend, " you 
have had, I perceive, a long conference with 
jrour fiather, and I will venture to hope, from 
all that I have seen of him, that the issue 
h.^s been favoyn^ble.'* 

^ He is the littlest of human beings," re** 
plied Catherine* v.* 

^ Shall I then write to Francis on the sub- 
feet immediately, as you once wished me to 
lo,^ said Mrs. vaughan, doubtfully,— for she 
nras not quite satisfied with the grave tone in 
vbich the reply was uttered. 

**I have myself written," said Catherine, 
raiting at the same time the letter into her 
lands. Mrs. Vaughan took it eagerly, but 
nstantly laid it down in evident disappoint* 
nent* It was sealed ; the address alone was 
mended to meet her eye ; and this palpable 
want of confidence, on a subject so near her 
leart, deeply disconcerted her. " You tell 
ae good news, Catherine," she said, ^^ but 
not with the voice of one who has happy 
tidings to communicate.'^ 

" The answer to this letter will either con- 
firm my suspicions, or set them at rest for 
vou lu 6 



I.- 



V 



•'I. 



62 HUSBAND HUNTING. 

ever. Till it is received, I dare not permit 
myself to hope." 

" I scarcely dare advise," said her friend, 
gravely, ^^ ignorant as I am of the plan which 
you have adopted ; but let me entreat you to 
consider, before you make a final decision ; 
let not this letter be rashly despatched. Be- 
ware how you suffer suspicion to creep into 
your style ; this would be the first step to- 
wards sorrow and unavailing bitterness. Tbc 
happiness of your whole life may possiblj^ 
be ventured on a single throw of the die."-— 
Catherine sighed, and answered nothing. 

Mrs. Vaughan would herself have adopted 
ihe natural expedient of writing to Francis; 
but in a second visit of Mordaunt's, he had 
made an earnest request of her not to speak 
to her son of the report which had reached 
her ears. "I cannot bear," argued the pe- 
nitent Mordaunt, " that my folly should be 
set down as a decided breach of confidence." 
She had promised, and her lips were closed. 
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CHAPTER VIII. 



1 cry content to that which grieves my heart, 
And wet ray cheeks with artificial tears, 
And frame my face to all occasions. 

ShaktpMre, 



"J 



I^iLip Courtney, flattering himself that 
he now left matters in train for the rapid 
accomplishment of his most favourite scheme, 
bq;an to reflect that it would not be unwis^ 
to take advantage of the interval to attend to 
his interests at Halston Hall. He left Ca* 
thetine to grow pale and passionate over th^ 
memory of her insulted love, and tasked his 
invention, as he pursued his journey, to crush 
his rival in his last resource. 

Truth and falsehood, cleverly combined, 
form the most effective mixture of delusion ; 
and Courtney had the expertness of practice 
and the zeal of interest. 

"Glad to see you, sir," said old Sarah, 
with her usual form of salutation, when 
Courtney reached his uncle's door; and, to 
do her justice, she spoke with all sincerity, — 
fbr ^he loved visitors, and she loved money, 
and Courtney knew the full policy of pur- 
chasing golden opinions. 



i 
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To his inquiries after her roaster's bea' 
an ominous shake of the head was the f 
reply. " Breaking fast, Sir," she exclaim 
*^ lar gone indeed, as you will think wl 
you see him ; he scarcely ever quits 
chamber; he talks often of young Mr. Vau 
an, and seems to miss him ; hut he has si 
his last of him in this wicked world/' i 
Sarah tried to weep. 

" Now then, or never,'' thought Philip, 
he ascended the stairs ; ^^ a desperate p 
may redeem all.'' 

The chamber door opened, and his unc 
wan and wasted countenance met his alir 
shrinking gaze. The old man was seatec 
his arm-chair, supported by pillows, 
made no attempt to rise, but motioned ^ 
his shrivelled hand for Philip to be seat 
The sight of mortality arrived at the I 
stage of existence, joyless, helpless, and 
crepid, struck chilly even upon Courtne 
elastic and worldly mind. His purpos 
stern and selfish, were hushed, and his gua 
ian angel might then have taught him 1 
folly, the madness, of plunging into dec 
and guilt to secure the inheritance of tl 
paltry wealth which had so little power 
securing the man before him from helple 
ness and the grave. " Now. get you to c 
ladv'stchamber, and tell her let her paint 
inch thick, to this favour she must qoiQc 



HUSBAND HUNTING. a^ 

But a voice from the grave would scarcely 
liave impeded his haughty heart in the pur- 
miit of his avarice and ambition. 

" \ had heard that you were ill and alone, 
Sir," said he, in a voice of condolence, " and 
hastened to see if my presence could be of 
any service to you." " I am always ill and 
«lone," said Vaughn n bitterly ; " the old man 
is no longer fit society for the young. He 
must not expect them to give up a particle of 
the world's enjoyments to cheer bis last 
hours. My lamp of life is fast expiring, boy ; 
Md neither neglect nor attention can now 
Rluch hasten or retard its decay." 
' Courtney was /startled ; but he had too 
Imich confidence in his own art to despair. 
** Heavens, my dear uncle !" he exclaimed, 
^I hope and trust you have many long and 
happy years before you. — The weather is 
unfavourable, and felt by persons of every 
age." 

• The love of live still clung to the old man. 
" I may have been out of spirits, Sir ; but I- 
still live, and take some interest in what is 
passing round me. Have you any news f 
— '' I am so convinced of it, Sir," answered- 
Philip, '* that I came here expressly to con- 
sult you on one of the most important actions 
of any man's life. And were young men 
oftener to sufier their conduct to be regulated. 
hy the advice and experience of their seniors, 
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tfaey would escape half the errors and impru* 
dences of their being," 

^^ Justly said, Sir: but to the point, to the 
point." 

^^ I'he question on which I wish to consul 
jou was simply this. As I have now a tole- 
rable prospect of advancement in my pro* 
fession, and am besides eight-and-twenty— 
— " " Eight-and-lwenty ! Impossible!" in- 
terrupted Vaughan, in surprise ; ^^ it seetos 
but as yesterday when your mother sent me 
notice m all due form of having given an heir 
to the house of Courtney. Ay, those were 
the words ; and I remember bow my brother, 
that unfortunate Edward, and myself (for we 
were fast friends in those days) laughed at 
the expression. Ay, that was your mother^s 
style, boy; proud as Lucifer. Her first born 
must be an heir, though the estate was in the 
moon." 

^^ I was thinking, as I am at least arrived 
at years of discretion, it must be a& well for 
me to marry." 

" Marry ! Why, 1 was fifty years old be- 
fo|re I even thought of any thing of the kind,**^ 
.lltfurned Yaughan, who always measured his 
tiindard of right and wrong by his own life; 
^^ but I had common sense ; and here I am a 
bachelor still. But have you the means; are 
you ricby frugal, and patient ; able to stand 
the waste of a woman^s extravagance, and 
the fire of a wife's tongue ?" 
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I hope, Sir,^' answered Philip, ^ though I 
tot boast of affluence, my past and future 
tions will at least preserve me from debts 
difficulties. We shall begin frugallv. 
ing but little to spend, we shall earij 
I economy ; and diligence, and economy 

d " 

i^ery true; an excellent maxim for a 
g man to begin the world with ; a young 
of small fortune, and without expecta- 
• 

^urtney was not exactly pleased with the 
lusion of this speech ; but the critical 
don in which he saw himself placed, 
I rather as a stimulus than a check to 
loquence. 

am^glad, my dear uncle,^' he pursued, 
an unaltered tone, ^^ to have met your 
sbation so far ; but one scruple yet re- 
s* I am doubtful— »the young lady ha« 
been previously engaged to my cousin 
^han;' how far (should I succeed, of 
b I am not altogether certain) I may re- 
ton her sincerity.'' 

'reviously engaged to Francis VaughanT 
the old man, knitting his wrinkled brows. 
It could involve him in any engagement 
3 kind ? — ^a pennyless orphan !'' 
^erhaps I might have made use of k 
; term, it might have been merely % J^ ..^ 
tional promise in case-— — ^ 
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" Iri case of the old man's death, and the 
CYent of his making a will in the fellow's fa- 
vour. This it is to be surrounded by de-' 
pendent relatives." 

" No, let me acquit my cousin of all me^ 
cenary views. Let the promise be of what 
nature it -miojht, it does not seem to have troih 
bled his recollection \on<z. I understand he 
has been since paying his devoirs in another 
quarter, and even involved in a squabble on 
the lady's account." 

" In love and out of love, and a rioter; so 
much for the rising generation of premathre 
vices. Yet are you sure of what you say f* 

"Totally sure, my dear uncle; but you 
are almost too severe. You should make al- 
lowance for the natural heedlessness- of sol- 
diers. Yet should he have escaped with 
life, his utter ruin may be the consequence- 
The articles of war are strong, are severe, 
and in the event his commission may not be 
worth a straw." ' 

These words, said with a common-place 
air, sank deep and venomous ; fixing his 
glassy eyes upon Courtney's countenance, 
with an expression of intense vexation, the 
old man pronounced, *' Not worth a straw ! 
my bounty twice thrown away ! — 1 was born 
to be the dupe of fools and knaves. Yes, 
twice," repeated Vaughan, raising his voice 
as high as his feeble powers would permit, 
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lus impaired memory, roused by the anger 
of (be moment, seeming to return with a flash 
before the period of its final extinction* 
** Have you never heard the story ? his suf- 
fering himself to be swindled out of his mo^ 
ney ; my money, Sir, by a spendthrift com- 
panion, a needy vagabond, who, I am con- 
vinced, never meant to repay him. Yet I 
forgave him that offence ; I overlooked the 
indecision of youth. His penitence, his 8ub« 
sequent gooci conduct ; his candour, I will 
not deny him candour ; no, he had generosi- 
ty ehough to reveal the whole ; all bad their 
effect ; and I made up the loss. But I thought 
him principled — " 

** And I, too," said the unprincipled Court- 
ney, led by progressive steps to direct false- 
liood, ^^ 1 gave him credit for honour ; yet T, 
lib declared, his bosom friend, never heard 
^ word of this before. I knew him indeed 
to be involved in difficulties at the time ; 
overwhelmed with debts which he had no 
hope of paying. It is totally impossible that 
le would, for the sake of serving a friend^ 
part with that which presented the only 
n^ans of keeping himselfout of jail. In fact, 
iny dearest uncle, I cannot bring myself to 
telicve the money to have been ever thus 
bestowed.'^ 

The old man shuddered : his whole frame 
appeared convulsed; he sank back in his 
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cbdir; bis face assumed a mortal paleness; 
the feeble spark of life quivered in the sock- 
et ; it was evident that this rude discovery 
had gone nigh to extinguish it altogether. 
He exclaimed, in a voice of anguish, " Is 
this the end of all my hopes ? You have 
robbed my closing hour of its last solace. 
Heaven knows how few indeed have been 
the hours of enjoyment which that wealth 
has procured for me, which it took me a life 
to bring together ; but 1 had thought that I 
had found no unworthy use for it, when I 
idad^ Francis Vaughan my heir." 

" Your heir, Sir ? good heavens ! youp 
heir!" said Courtney, springing from Ws 
seat, thunderstruck ^t the intelligence. 

^ Yes, Sir, my heir !" answered the old 
OMtn, firmly. "What have you to say 
against it ! Think well before you reply.** 
He sent a fiery glance at the incautious liar. 
" I am dying. Sir — I am dying ! Can you lay 
your hand upon your heart, and pronounce 
your accusation true ?" 

Courtney was staggered by the solemn ap- 

Eeal. His courage failed him for an instant ; 
ut he, dexterously, recovering his presence 
of mind, evaded hn immediate answer, by 
hastening to the support of his uncle, and 
affecting strong commiseration for his obvi- 
ous feebleness. " You are ill, Sir ; very ill ; 
I was wrong to shock you by such a detail ; 
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I did Dot know the extent of your sensibility ; 
in youf chamber you will be more at ease ;?' 
«nd ringing the bell violently, he consigned 
fais uncle to the care of Peter. 

He sat long absorbed in tumultuous and 
bitter reflections, when the sight of his ser- 
vant Benson, passing the window, roused 
him from his reverie. 

Though Benson performed the offices of a 
domestic, he was regarded by Courtney, 
privately, more in the light of a humble 
friend than of a. mejiial, He was a man 
whom a long course of folly and vice bad 
reduced, but not wholly without educationi 
and possessing an acuteness which Courtney 
had found extremely serviceable on occasion. 
He had once, at an earlier period of his life, 
in a fit of rare generosity, rescued this man 
from the grasp of a creditor; since which 
period there had been a sort of tie between 
them — that species of connexion which links 
one subtle and sordid spirit to another, at 
least till interest suggests any very decided 
advantage to be gained by its dissolution. 
Courtney, degraded by deviations from the 
straight path of integrity, had found it essen- 
tial to employ some humble abettor, some 
one to appear in transactions, in which he 
dared not figure in his own person, some one 
ready to run the risk and endure the obloquy. 
Benson had been this convenient tool to 
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Courtney. He was a fellow who, 
hire, would intercept a letter, or wri 
a letter as should be dictated to him ; 
being scrupulous as to the purpose. J 
been long promised a rich fee, she 
succeed in favouring either of his n 
present schemes. Courtney beckon 
into the roooii and in a few agitated 
explained the cause. '^ My uncle is c 
he has made a will totally in Yai 
favour. I am undone for ever — " 
the thoueht^ he clasped his hands tog< 
rage and despair. 

Benson stood looking calmly at hi 
without uttering a syllable. '^I tell 
repeated Courtney, seizing him by t 
•*the will is made, he is dying.*' — " 
returned Benson, with a subtle smil 
is he yet dead? Is not the beir s 
Can he defend himself? And are yoi 
band to ruin him, if you like?'* " 
l)een already tried," returned Co 
**No plausible story. Sir," said J 
" Ay, that was tried too, and it faile* 
Tably failed. The old man's appeal 
truth was so strong, that I do not knc 
came over me, but 1 could not go thro 

Benson's smile assumed a yet 
meaning. It was that smile, mingled 
sion and affected increduliiy, which 
of all others throws its object into t 
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perfect self-contempt. " And to-morrow, Sir, 
when your uncle is lying a corpse before you, 
aod his estate will have pa^ed into another's 
hands, where will your prospects be ? Or 
bave you courage to unmask the whole 
scheme, and declare the whole a calumny; 
no doubt,, that would be an act of more than 
common virtue," — " Of more than 1 possess,'' 
cried Courtney. **It cannot be. There is 
^0 alternative, no resource, but in acts of 
roore than common — no, not treachery, it is 
self-defence, not treachery,*' shuddering as 
he pronounced the word. " I think I have 
that fierce old man before me still ; but he is 
<lying, and there is no lime to he lost." 
Benson laughed almost aloud. Courtney 
started, but the menial com(K)sed his features 
at the instant; and Courtney walked slouly 
and haughtily to the door, muttering, " Ruin 
is before me. — I must plungf* deeper still ;'* 
and with a wild look at his accomplice, he 
burst up stairs, and entered his uncle's 
chambe 
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CHAPTER IX. 



Oby who could see that lady's starry eye ; , / , 
And see of her sweet lip the deathly dye ; 
And see the raven richness of her hair 
Tofll on her brow of beautiful despair ; 
And'See her roseless cheek upon the ground ; 
And her heart bleed — ^yet turn, nor staunch the wound .'^ 

Phinem WS» 



TViE day on which Mordaunt left Yaughao, 
0pite of its gloom and anxiety, glided rapidly 
away. It is said, *^ Sad hours seem lon^'^ 
Sut his wordly occupations, and how much 
must necessarily crowd into one day, wiico 
it is deemed the last, appeared interminable; 
and when the shades of evening closed upon 
his labours, he felt, with a heavy heart, bpw 
short had beeo the space allotted to him to 
prepare for the chances of the morrow* 

The revelry of his companions in an ad- 
joining apartment struck a chill and jovtetf 
feeling to his heart. He could even distin- 
guish the voices of some who had professed 
the strongest interest in his friendship. *^ And 
His this heartless crew, these beings whose 
opinions on all other points I scorn, and 
whose conduct I despise, that compel mf to 
this wretched extremity.'' He beard his 
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-ollowcd by a bumper and a burst of 
?r. " Ay," said he, " ihcy will tread 
' grave to-morrow, or step into my 
without one pang of memory/' He 
indignantly from his chamber, 
reached the fields, and flung himself at 
t of a huge oak, whose dark and mas- 
elter would have invited a heart at 
> no unwelcome repose. " Farewell, 
pes of my boyhood ! — farewell, the 
i of ambition ! — farewell, friendship 
ve, — farewell—'' and his heart sank 
pronounced the name— "my Cathe* 

re was an oppressive stillness in tiie 
H a breath agitated the thick foliage 
, but once or twice a faint mstling 
ed to indicate the approach of foot- 
md once or twice he had looked up, 
^d to chide and repel the intruders. 
! sound passed awav ; a^ain he learted 
^rish cheek on his hand, and mused. 
s on a night like this, ay, and at this 
!iat I saved the life of Velasquez from 
;ger, and for what? to see him pursue 
ith blind and savage hate. I could 
fancy myself surrounded by those 
les of horror which then lay before 

liat moment a figure gliding slowly, 
h an almost soundless motion, towards 
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the spot where he was lying, completed th 
illusion. It seemed lo bis half-slumbering 
mind, as if sleep had utterly overtaken him^. 
and a vision of the past had stolen upon bii^ 
seniles. 

He placed his hand before his eyes im. 
strange and mingled awe; the next instant 
he felt his arm grasped, as by one in agita- 
tion, and a voice, (sweet yet falteringj andL 
hollow, called on his name. ^^ Awake, arouse« 
Senor Yaughan — look up and hear me."* 
He started to his feet. The figure knelt; 
before him. ^ I will never rise from thii^ 
posture of supplication. I will never qui^ 
this spot, till you have sworn to me on jour* 
bended knee, by a soldier's honour, that yos. 
will grant the request which I came hither 
to make. I have watched through the whoI» 
of this wretched day for the opportunitjf 
which is now arrived. Let it not have been 
in vain.^ The figure raised her veil, and 
Vaughan, to his astonishment, saw tbeloveljr 
wife of Velasquez. . 

He was deeply pained, and vainly endea- 
voured to raise her from the ground. ^ Sweet 
lady, spare me the pain of refusing the only 
petition of your's tnat I could bring myself 
to deny/' 

^^ I will not, T cannot rise ; I am wild with 
apprehension ; but I have no time to waste 
in dwelling on my fears. In a wordy will 
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you forego your purpose of to-morrow ? My 
^uppiness or misery depends upon the dan* 
9ion of this hour: have you the heart to 
^nd me to the grave ?" 

^' Ladjr,^' said Vaughan, looking anxiously 
Eiround, and moved even to weakness, ^^ spare 
(tie, spare yourself* Should Velasquez dis- 
i^Gfver you here, and at this hour, und^sueh 
circumstances, I tremble for your happiness. 
I be^ech you, leave me/' 

^^ It is in vain, Senor,'' said Leonora, faintly, 
' that you attempt to intimidate me. If there 
mere a thousand witnesses, I should kneel 
lere. I know well my risk, but it is to save 
ives far more valuable than my own ; lives 
<>r which the tears of my country would be 
bhed, that I came, and with such an object 
n view, I scorn to tremble. I can die before 
^ou, but I cannot relinquish the purpose 
BVith which I sought you." 

A gleam of feeble moonlight fell on her 
Face, psile as monumental marble, and Vau- 
ghan, for the first time, was struck by some 
Tesemblance of Catherine. He involuntarily 
touched her forehead with his burning lips, 
and without a word led her into the open 
air. He pointed to the lamp of the Madon- 
na which showed the entrance into the vil- 
lage. But she still would not leave him. 
She continued repeating, in a low and be- 
wildered tone, ^ My husband shall be saved.'' 
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"Dear Ladr — Donna Leonora, in pity^ 
dm not upbraid rae. I call Heaven to wit- 
Bess, that I did not seek this quarrel — but I 
am not the less bound to abide its conse* 
qdences.'' 

*^ Obdurate man, stop one moment, and 
contemplate the fate that you have prepared 
for yourself and me. To-morrow's sun shall 
doom you to the long, last dreadful sleep-* 
or worse, to sleep no more. Yes, I repeat it, 
should my husband fall by your hand, tbe 
image of him whom you have murdered will 
haunt you — the wasted form of the desolate 
widow you have made will pass before your 
eyes, the cries of her bereaved heart will 
break upon your ear, in the stillness of tbe 
night. No ! Never shall you sleep the sleep 
of peace again !" Yaughan at once sighed 
ana smiled. 

" Think then of earthly agonies, of the 
tears of your mother, Senor; or if there be 
a name yet dearer to your memory, of her'« 
whose image will oling the latest round your 
heart; and shall they not prevail, though 
mine you scorn?'' And she burst into loud 
and bitter weeping. 

^^ Bathe with those tears tbe cheek of the 
proud Velasquez, Donna Leonora,'' answe^ 
ed Yaughan, — ^ try the same arguments with 
him that you have used with me — and ii 
they succeed in subduing bis haughty spiriti 
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I too will own myself vanquished.^' ^'The 
proposal is. mockery,'^ cried the wretched 
Leonora, clasping her hands in the agony of 
despair; *^ hope is at an end for ever; you 
know that I dare not. Velasquez is impene- 
trable. I have wept, I have prayed all this 
day before him, I have kissed the ground at 
his^ feet ; and he spurned me from hujp — I 
am undone." 

The lofty tone which had astonished the 
listening Vaughan, by the heroine heart 
Mrhich it seemed to indicate, had melted with 
these words into one of sweet but overwhelm- 
ing sadness. The temporary excitement 
which had lifted her above her nature, gave 
way to the gentle feelings which it had re- 
strained, but not subdued. She flung herself 
in anguish upon the dewy shr,ubs at her feet, 
and throwing one arm as if for support, round 
the trunk of a leafless laurel beside which 
she had sunk, she pointed with the other to 
the sky, then flashing with ten thousand 
stars. 

^ My sole hope," she exclaimed, turning 
to Vaughan, ^^ was in you, — I relied upon 
your promise to him who is now a saint in 
Heaven ;" and she continued pointing, as if 
she invoked her brother^s spirit, to bear wit« 
Qess to its fulfilment. ^ Did you not promise 
!o protect me in danger — to console me in 
listresa — and is it for you to plunge me into 
;rief which refuses all consolation ?" 
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She kissed the cross on her bosom ; c 
then added, with the same solemnity of U 
and manner, "When last we met at t 
lonely hour, by the light of those stars, 3 
felt for my anguish ; you led me to the s 
where my wounded hero lay. Velasqi 
and I are now united by holier bonds; t 
you would deny the life of the husband 
the prayer of the wretched wife." 

" Ladv," said Vaughan, deeply affect 
" thus fiir will I permit myself to cf 
your fears. Your husband's life on t 
eventful night was in far greater danj 
than it shallever be from me. On that ni 
of which you speak, the robber's weaj 
Was at his heart. And by all the honou 
ble sentiments that can influence me, I i 
at this hour as much anxiety to preserve 
life, as I did then to defend it." 

He stopped suddenly; the generous 
luctance to speak of his own services che 
cd the explanation already on his lips. 1 
onora's eye gleamed like a flash of lightni 
she sprang from the ground. " By wh( 
by what," cried she, in breathless eagem< 
'' was he saved ?" " By an ever watchful s 
merciful Providence," said Vaughan, re 
vering himself on the instant. A sudden 
Irght appeared to illuminate Leonora's i 
tores. A hope, the cause of which Yaugi 
was at a loss to conjecture, was in 1 
wreathed and rosy smile. 



HUSBAND HUNTING. 81 

^You will think me a trifler, Senor,'^ at 
leiigih she said, ^^ for what I am now about 
to say. No matter, 1 am content to be 
thought so to-night. I have, Senor, a trea- 
sure which came mio my hands by chance. 
A sudden recollection of the time and place 
in which it was found, have impressed me 
with the idea that you are the true owner.'' 
She drew at the same time a small trinket 
from her breast. ^^To my thoughts memo« 
rials of this kind may not be unjoyou^^ly re- 
gained, even in such an hour as this." As 
she spoke the moon-light shone upon the or- 
nament which she held up in her hand, and 
Vaughan recognised at the first glance the 
locket which he had received from Cathe- 
rine. It had been long the object of his most 
anxious search. He caught it from Leono- 
ra's hand, and pressed il passionately to his 
lips. " My companion till death — my amu- 
let through the troubles of existence, my 
preserver from all future ill! — regained, ne« 
ver to be lost again." 

^^ Adieu, Senor," said Leonora, waving her 
bandy and retreating with the light step of 
one who had attained the full object for 
which she sought the interview* ^^ Adieu, 
we shall meet again;" and leaving him to 
muse upon the apparent inconsistency of her 
conduct ; ere he had time for inquiry or gra- 
titude, he saw her at a distance, that showed 
her, in the silver light, like a floating vision. 
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CHAPTER X. 



Here are they, Sir ! Their shining lapiers out; 
Wrath on their sallow lips ; their eyes are fierce', 
l^^htcd with jealous flame. See how they stand, 
Like tigers see1(ing Vantage. Now they spring — 
There will be nuirdcr ; rush iipoD them straight ; 

Beat down their swords 

' Pk%nttL$ Wehb. 



It was a lovely morning when Vaughan 
T^ith a perturbed heart, went to the place of 
nlieeting. As he advanced, he could discern 
the tall and stately figure of Velasquez, a 
striking, and indeed the only living object 
visible in that secluded spot, and he hurried 
forwards. The spot of the rendezvous was 
uTell chosen, as affording security Troin intro- 
sfon ; but so lovely, so sweet, so serene was 
the aspect of every thing around, that it 
seemed formed to lull all the angry passions 
to resjt. A little rivulet, so clearly transpa* 
rent as to reflect in unbroken ber^uty the 
cloudless sky, and the brilliant green of the 
over-hanging trees, ran murmuring at their 
f^et. Velasquez, his arms folded, his brows 
bent, his whole countenance evidently the 
prey of conflicting but stifled emotions, stood 
with his eyes fixed vacantly on the stream, 
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^iid apparently unconscious of his antago- 
*^isi's approach. 

Vaugfaan gazed at bim awhile with mingr 
led feelings of surprise and compassiop; 
^ut the Spaniard remained so long io thi« 
moodj silence, that he at length deemed it 
necessary to remind him *of ois presence. 
Velasquez turned fiercely round, and looked 
at him with an expression so wild and singu- 
lar, that Yaughan felt at a loss to interpr^j^ 
its meaning. " I need not, Senor Inglese,'^ 
he said, ^^ be reminded of the intentiop with 
which I came here; I know it but too wellP 
and as he spoke, he drew pistols frpm his 
belt. He stood for awhile with thom in his 
hand ; be then fired them successively in tb^ 
aur, and with an impassioned and frantio 

Kture, flung them both into the stres^m by 
side. ^^ 1 have scared the fiend from my 
heart," he exclaimed, ''so perish the re- 
membrance of this rash adventure, ! Yes, Se- 
nor,'^ said he, in a still louder tone, '^ I have 
hated you with mortal hale — I thirsted for 
your blood ! — but it may not be. You saved 
my life ; and now, since all is known, to re- 
venge my injuries were an act of unmanlincss, 
of unholy ingratitude, an act which shall ne- 
ver stain the name of Velasquez. But would 
to heaven that my happier destiny had or- 
dained that I should make this acknowledg- 
ment to any man living but you !" 
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" Senor Velasquez,'' said Vauehan, ii 
tone strikingly contrasted with toe brol 
and hurried accents of the impetuous Sp 
iard, ^^ this causeless animosity, and the < 
covery of a service that I had supposed 
seen by any human being, are alike royi 
rious to me. We met with the view of ter 
nating our unhappy difference, by the 
crifice of one of our lives. Let us not [ 
till all strife is ended between us, cither 
our weapons, or, if you so please, by 
more welcome expedient of mutual expla 
tion.'» 

" It is enough," said Velasquez, cok 
*^that we have ceased to be enemies, 
were never born to be friends. The dis 
very which amazes you was owing to no 
racle. Woman's wit never fails her ; and 
means of that trinket which you lost, 
wife ascertained my debt of gratitude. W 
was her motive for prosecuting the inqui 
whether it was with the view of saving 
life or yours, I leave to heaven and her c 
conscience to determine." Velasquez a In 
gnashed his teeth furiously as he spoke, : 
gazed at Vaughan with a flashing eye. 

Vaughan returned his gaze with an 
pression of deep sympathy, but made no 
mediate reply. A fine and generous m 
deformed by ungovernable passion, presi 
ed a painful and humiliating view of bui 



HUSBAND HUNTING. 85 

natore. Vaughan unconscionslj stooped, 
tnd taking up a pebble from the ground, 
Arew it into the brook. Half soliloquizing, 
he drew the moral with a smile. " Hovt 
smooth and clear was the surface of that 
stream ; what an atom had been enough to 
disturb its tranquillity — how rapidly the cir- 
cle spreads and ripples. Is it not, Don Fer- 
linand, somie trifle, immaterial as this, that 
las been the origin^al disturber of your 
>eace ; and how wide, how lamentably wide, 
s the disturbance that it has made between' 

IS." 

Velasquez appeared struck by the compa- 
ison; He stood silent and thoughtful; and 
i^aughan was encouraged to make one effort 
nore: "Don Ferdinand, the Lady Leonora 
8 worthy of all your confidence. In the sen- 
iment which you have just now thrown out; 
rou do that gentle lady, and, permit me to 
fcdd, myself, much injustice. From my hear£ 
i feel for yoy ; and so much do 1 esteem you' 
10th, that if it be necessary to secure your 
ftatual p^ce of mind, 1 will pledge myself 
lever voluntarily to cross your path again. 

The Spaniard's stern countenance soften 
id, and he stood in the attitude of deep atr 
feniion. Vaughan approached him, " Senor, 
have memories- and attachments in my owff 
ountry that must make me insensible to all 
eauiy herc.^' " You love !" interrupted the' 
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Spaniard with a brightening face. ^^Most 
faithfully, most fervently!" was the reply; 
'^ but I am not selfish enough to wish the wo- 
man I love to share my uncertain fortunes." 

^^ This looks like truth — this must be 
truth,^' said Velasquez, in deep emotion, ^^of 
what a weight have you relieved my mind! 
Answer me but one question. How long is 
it since your first acquaintance with Leono- 
ra? Was it begun in England?" — ^'^ No," 
was of course the answer. " Pardon me, 
one question more ; when did you next meet 
her?" said the Spaniard. "On the night 
after the surprise of the French ; I conducted 
her to the cottage in which you lay, nor ever 
saw her. more till the day on which she was 
introduced to me as your bride." 

" Gallant, generous friend," said Velas- 
quez, extending his hand, and his handsome 
features resuming their original expression, 
^^ I fully believe all ; and, as the best proof I 
can give of my conviction, will return your 
confidence with mine. You shall see the 
bitter workings of my rash heart. Leonora's 
hand had been long promised to me, when 
the ruin of her broiher^s fortunes, and some 
personal danger to which she had been her- 
self exposed, induced him to fly with her to 
England. I remonstrated against this step,-- 
my heart misgave me, — woman is fickle,— 
and man {myself^ at least) prone to suspicion. 
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I trembled lest this parting should prove the 
prelude to a lasting separation. 1 bade her 
remember Velasquez, and suffer no flattering 
stranger to drive me from her thoughts. She 
gave the promise ; but promises may be bro- 
ken. 1 was ill at ease ; 1 counted the days 
of her absence, and dreamt whatmight be. 

" When next we met," continued Velas- 
quez, ^^ she was in deep a£9iction ; her bro- 
ther had fallen ; she refused all consolation. 
Will you believe it? I was jealous even of 
her tears. I had witnessed the desolation of 
our house, sorrow and death by my side. 
But when Leonora returned, hope and joy 
appeared suddenly to bud and blossom 
around me. I expected the same feelings 
from her. She wept so long, tiiat I began to 
fear hef grief had some other cause, — that 
ber heart was in a stranger's land. I told 
her ray fears; she repelled them loftily. I 
claimed her promise ; she became my bride. 
She forbore the signs of woe in my presence ; 
but she wept in secret." 

" Lovely and noble woman," cried Vau- 
ghan, "she ought to have been rewarded by 
. your undying confidence." '' My suspicions 
found an object," said Velasquez; "I will 
own, that from the hour we met in the 
villa of the 'Count dc Alameda, they fell 
upon you. It was plain that she had an 
English friend till now never named in my 
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hearing. It was plain that the meeting gave 
her pleasure. Mjr unfortunate fancy filled 
up the blank ; her past grief, her present joy, 
were traced to the same cause." 

Vaughan was aflFected by the manly, yet 
melancholy, confidence of the Spaniard. ^'I 
am a man of few words, Senor," said he, a$ 
he offered his hand ; ^^ but I can feel for the 
disturbance of an honourable mind. Tbi 
Lady Leonora is beautiful, of eminent and 
most impressive beauty ; yet my mind is so 
much filled by the image of anpther, that if 
jibe were this hour without a tie on eartb, I 
Bhould not dream of interesting her feeliDf^ 
Let us henceforth be friends." 

Velasquez grasped his hand. ^ Now an4 
for ever," were the only words he uttered ds 
he turned away. '^ Reniember mw to tht 
Donna," said Vaughan, in a lighter tone, ai 
he parted. ^^ As her friend in life and deatb,^ 
^ia the noble Spaniard, in a voice broken 
with emotion; and, casting his eyes on Hea- 
ven, as if to register a vow, be plunged into 
the depths of the grove. 
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CHAPTER XI- 



Of comfort no man £pealc ; 
LeOs talk of graves, of worms, of epitaphs; 
Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth ; 
Lefs choose executors, and talk of wills. 

Shaktpeare, 
* 



The story of the locket was simply told. 
t had been found by the peasant in the cot- 
ige to which Velasquez had been carried 
ly Vaughan. Leonora had kept it, in the 
dea. that it belonged to the stranger to whom 
ler husband was indebted for the preserva- 
ion of his life ; and as a means of discover- 
Qgone who had rendered a service so worthy 
if all her gratitude. Vaughan's slight and 
ccidental mention, drawn from him by the 
trong excitement of Leonora^s despair, had 
hrown sudden light upon the transaction. 
The only proof wanting was his acknowledge 
dent of the locket. She trembled as she 
Irew it from her bosom; but her doubts 
rere delightfully closed by his recognising 
his little memorial of his ^ ladye love.'^ 

Leonora flew to her husband with the in- 
elligence. His haughty spirit resisted re- 
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concilialion, though it could not resist evi* 
• dencc ; and the result was the singular meet- 
ing in which he satisfied^ however strangely, 
at once his sense of injury and of gratituclet 
But the Spaniard's nature was generous ; bis 
love for Leonora was ardent; she taught it 
to be confiding, and Vaughan, without an 
effort or an explanation, was gradually adopfr 
ed into the complete intimacy of the SpanisV 
noble. 

All now seemed to be auspicious ;^ife 
shone around him. He wanted but a letter 
from his fair mistress, to place him beyond 
the reach of human anxiety. 

When her letter at length reached bis 
bands, it found him in that light and joyous 
frame of mind which appeared anything but 
the prelude to the coming ill. He tore it 
open. The impulse of surprise and joy oc- 
casioned by tidings of the GtneraPs arrival at 
first superseded every other feeling. *' Now 
then all is safe and happy ; we have had our 
evil day ; but the storm has passed harmless- 
ly over our heads. Lovely Catherine, there 
was surely a similarity in our destinies, which 
decreed that, together or apart, Fonime 
should dispense her frowns and smiles to 
both alike.'' 

A second perusal, it may well be suppos* 
ed^ tended materially to moderate his trans 
ports. He could not fail to delect a^ singu 
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lar and studied cojdness id her expressions, 
completely foreign to her usual style. And 
at such a moment, too. In what Hgbt could 
be view the unwelcome change? Thus wrote 
Catberinf : "My father has returned at last, 
prosperous as I could desire, kind and indul- 
flsnt M I could wish bim/^ Murmured 
Vaughan, " Prosperous as I could desire 
iiira ! No congratulation — no kind word on 
this approach to what was once a mutual hope 
— no remembrance of the faith she pledged. 
Had our situations been reversed, is it thu& 
that I should have written ? Let us read 
on : M am no longer the orphan you left be- 
hind.^ How am I to understand this intima- 
tion ? That she is now an heiress^ — that I 
must aspire to her no more.^' 

He dropped the paper, and in feverish bit- 
terness of soul spoke as if she had been 
standing before him. " Catherine, therawas 
a time, when scarcely daring to anticipate 
the event which has now come, you grieved 
that you bad nothing but empty professions, 
to bestow. Your father^s return was to be 
theproof of your faith and fondness. 'Then,' 
you exclaimed, in a voice that was made to 
deceive, — ' then may we lift up our heads, 
and defy this heartless world.' But you 
have learnt to follow the example of thai 
beartless world ; that young heart was not 
formed to withstand prosperity. What pro 
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mises were not in the very silence of your 
lips! What love and truth strong as life or 
death were not in those eves, that then seem- 
ed to have brought their light from Heaven! 
And^ after all, to send this cold, heartless, 
haughty, insulting letter.^ 

He caught it from the ground, tore it into 
a thousand pieces, and stood at his window, 
watching with a lover's vindiciiveness the 
fragments as they fluttered through the air, 
ana f6ll in the stream that floated, coloured 
with the richness of the setting sun, beneath 
his feet. 

' What was to be done ? What reply could 
he send ? or should he send none ? To re- 
itiind her of claims, which she appeared in- 
tentionally to have forgotten, was not to be 
thought of. There remained but one course 
to pursue, — to utterly renounce, disdain, and 
forget her for ever. 

He flung himself into a chair, and prepar- 
ed to write. The letter was to be cool and 
contemptuous, but utterly decisive. He 
sought for her's as a model ; it was gone. 
He glanced from the window ; and, to his 
surprise, saw its innumerable shreds cours- 
ing each other through the air like a swarm 
of butterflies, or trampled under the clouted 
shoon of the muleteers. He regretted thdt 
he h|u] disposed of it so hastily. He sat 
dcol^ again to write ; but her image rose ht* 
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fore him in sweetness and beauty. He pausp 
ed. ^^ She might be dazzled and bewildered, 
but not wholly estranged ; misled and over- 
ruled for a time, hut noi faithless and lost to 
him for ever.'^ He tore his paper, and de- 
termined to await the explanation of time. . 

Having adopted this resolution, it may well 
be supposed that he looked for English let- 
ters with anxiety; but day after day,.an4 
week after week, passed on without the onlj 
ktter tkai could set him at ease. 

From his mother he heard occasionally ; 
but she had left London almost immediately 
after General Greville's arrival, and her io* 
tercourse with the family had necessarilj 
relaxed. Besides, he had never made her 
bis confidant, and could not expect that %bp 
should enter on the subject which interested 
him with such deeptmo absorbing passion. 
Catherine's name was seldom and out slight 
ly mentioned by her, and then not in a way 
caktjiated to give any clue to the mystery 
which perplexed him; the world was oegicw- 
ning U> look like a bauble in his cloudeij 

eyes. 

The gratitude of Velasquez had procured 
him several high and valuable introductions; 
and, as far as outward gratification could he 
supposed to contribute to his happiness, he 
would have been pronounced not justified in 
complainiog ; but he was disappointed and 
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darkened in soul. Even the grand struggle, 
in which all Europe was just then involved, 
had lost its interest for him. 

As he one day walked thoughtfully along 
by the parade of one of the regiments, he 
perceived the officers all with countenances 
of peculiar animation, conversing apparently 
on some remarkable news ; he turned away. 
*^ I shall know all in good time,'' said he to 
himself coldly, reluctant to enter into any 
discussion, and he passed on. He was sud- 
denly foHowed by a young officer, one of bi? 
intimate friends, with " Where are you flying 
to, Yaughan ? Glorious tidings ! nothing less 
than that Napoleon has surrendered at Fon- 
tainbleau. Then comes peace, — then the 
route homewards, — and so for merry Eng- 
land again.'' 

" How unfortunate !" said Vaughan, his 
thoughts instantly reverting to the dubious 
reception which awaited him at home. 

The officer stared, and burst into laughten 
" Mad," said he. " Perhaps so," said Vau- 
ghan ; " I shall soon know my fate." "Know 
your fate !" said the officer hastily. " Why, 
we shall all know our fates before long. I 
am tired of forced marches and sleepless 
nights, sallow nuns, vesper bells, confounded- 
ly hot days, and the eternal Bolero. Eng- 
'fend for ever!" "Well, then," said Vau- 
ghan, with a cold smile, " let come whatr-will 
come. England for ever !" 
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CHAPTER XII. 



Here^s royal feastinfi; ! Here are lamps and flowers ! 
So thickly twined, that you would swear the buds 
Grew from those stany cressets, and the flames, 
Were but their lighted perfume. Here are roofs! 
Old Titian^s hand has laid his purple brush 
Amoiiff those clouds. There Dnnae lies, 
Liftinfg her blue and wonder-gasing glance 
To the gold-dropping Heavens ! Arcadia's here. 
With all its crystal iounts, blu6 mountain tops. 
Deep meads, and bowers where winter dares not come 
To kill the roses. There's a glorious shape. 
Goddess or nymph, that sits beneath the trees, 
Making them full of beauty ; there one bends. 
Listening the murmuring music of yon stream, 
That glitters in the crimson set o' the sun !" 

Phineas Webb, 



A FEW days subsequent, there was a grand 
fete given at the villa of Velasquez, in hon- 
our of the general triumph of Spain and Eu* 
rope,to which Vaughan, along with a crowd 
of his brother officers, was invited. On such 
an occasion, he would not absent himself; 
but he wandered through the splendid apart- 
ments like a living spectre, a joyless figure, 
which turned the same gaze on all. There 
was mirth and revelry in those proud halls 
that evening. Every tongue was loud with 
anrmation ; but he spoke to no one. All his 
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ccpiintrymen exhibited the natural joy of the 
prospect of returning to kind friends and true. 
To him alone the future was dark ; and he 
felt that " wercome," unless pronounced by 
the lips he loved, would be almost a pang. 

The band struck up some triumphant na- 
tional airs. The hall resounded with accla- 
mations. Vaughan turned moodily away^ 
he felt hdw coldly public triumph stirs the 
mind, when private feelings have been keen- 
ly wrung. They drank to the health of the- 
British heroes ; and yet he felt as if all around 
was but falsehood and delusion. He turned. 
into an ante-chamber, which, to his relief, h^- 
fotmd vacant, and stood for some moments^ 
leaning his head and arm against one of the- 
marble pilasters, like one exhausted by bodi- 
ly fatigue. 

The sound of footsteps roused him. The 
Donna Leonora had approached him unpcr- 
ceived, " Why, Signor Vaughan, why this^ 
dejection? Do you alone refuse to share our 
fSte? Has the word * country* no charm in 
your ear ? Oh ! when my period of exile was 
at an end, with what a bounding heart I pre- 
pared for my return, though it was to a land 
of desolation, and you are returning to one 
of peace and plenty, and to the smiles of your 
fair lady. Ah! you see Don Ferdin.indf has 
betrayed you, Senor. Trust me, she will 
take it but an ill compliment if you appear 
before her with that clouded brow." 
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" Spare your, raillery, Doona Leonora* 
*he smile of which you speak will not meet 
^€ ; enjoynaent, friendship, are to me hence- 
forth but a name. I , begin almost to look 
^pon the world but as one vast desert, in 
vhich my own country appears the most bar- 
•^n spot of all." 

'' Come, Senor, I must not hear such lan- 
guage ; you are infected with some jealous 
Kiaoia ;'^ (and she blushed as she pronounced 
he word.) " Yes, men of every age and 
ountry, I see, are all alijke; all discontent, 
ill suspicion, — yet infinitely easy to be iro- 
KMsed upon after all. You are too impetu- 
»U8* Permit me to undertake this unknown 
ady's defence. I know too well the misery 
>f being the object of unfounded suspicion, 
lot to piry one who is probably thus circum* 
itanced." She spoke in a graver lone. ** Se- 
lor, are you afraid to state your case fairly 
before me? Women are the fittest judges of 
each other's actions. Your sex know noth- 
ing of the nameless scruples, the secret 
springs, which sometimes actuate us. Be 
candiq.'' 

** So much kindness well deserves, to be 
trusted. There is nothing new in my storj'. 
It is a tale five thousand year old. Young 
beads made giddy with sudden prosperity — 
early promises set at nought, and ihe heart 
that would have loved till death insulted and 
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forgotten.^' He gave a slight sketch of his 
story. 

" All women have a small portion of co- 
quetry in their charaptcr. I know not this 
lady ; but may she not have had only a little 
more than her share ?" 

Vaughan disclaimed the idea with a vehe- 
mence that made the Donna smile. "No 
one could be freer from such a failing. She 
was superior to artifice." "Ay, Senor Vaug- 
han, you would not be her lover, if you did 
not even now think her little short of perfec- 
tion. Yes, I see you are ready to kiss the 
hand that dealt the blow ; but let us, for a^ 
gument's sake, suppose her to possess some 
female foibles; what is the language that , 
your own immortal poet puts into the lips of , 
one of his most fond and faithful heroines! , 
Your Shakspeare is one of my favourite 
bards ;" and she repeated, with a strong for- 
eign accent, but much grace and natveti of i 
expression, Juliet's address to Romeo : i 

« Yet, if thou thinX'st I am ^Hfqulckljr. won, 
V\\ frown, and be perversa, and say thee nay, 
So thou wi]t woo ; but else, not for the world." 

" No," said Vaughan, still more carnestff ; 
*'sbe is above all trifling, and at all events 
would never have employed it at such a tirali 
when her coldness was liable to a soYouch 
deeper interpretation." 
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^ May she not have addressed you in a 
moment of irritation ? Can you recal no let- 
ter unanswered?— no careless, expression f 
Hay not this father of whom she speaks have 
enforced her obedience by some tyrannical 
comoiand ? Is there no such thing as an olv 
stinate and imperious parent? May not this 
letter have been looked over, even dictated 
by himself? If so, I can fancy the anguish 
with which it was penned, the tears which 
were shed over it. I interpret but ill, if her 
heart is not yours." 

"Would to heaven it were," exclaimed 
Vaughan. ^^A light breaks in upon me. I 
will see her, she may have been deceived— 
I may have been maligned — her own words 
shall decide. We shall be immediately un- 
der orders for England : then, Catherine," 
said he, almost in soliloquy, ^^ all shall be 
known at once, and forever." 

Leonora had stood watching the varying 
^expression of his features ; then turning away 
as if not to obtrude upon his feelings, that 
were evidently in hi^h agitation, she walked 
into an adjoining saloon. Vaughan, recov- 
ering from the meditations which had shaken 
hifu, perceived her absence, and followed to 
thank her. He found her contemplating a 
magnificent Italian picture. She looked round 
on bis entrance, and with a smile of cejestial 
rosy red, love's proper hue, congratulated 
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him on what she entitled, ^^ the most fortunat 
of all his battles,^ the conflict with his ow 
pained spirit. ^^ I thought of you and you 
English lady, Senor,'' said i she, ^ as 1 wa 
looking at that picture. Those two figurei 
brilliant as they are, were my ancestors ; tb 
lady, with all that profusion of gold and jew 
els^ and that still richer profusion of rarei 
locks and dazzling glances, had been nearl] 
the cause of that kneeling cavalier^s layio, 
himself a^id all his honours dt the bottom c 
the Grand Canal of Venice. They were bot 
great people, and extravagant lovers in thei 
time, and jeaknisy had nearly s^t them bot 
out of the world before their marriage* S 
you see,^ said she, laughing, ^tbe narrow 
escape I had of being forbidden to shin 
among the future ornaments of Spain.^' 

Vaughan was animated in his praise of tb 
picture, which was a magnificent work, fu! 
of Titianesque splendour, and lavish beaatj 
A large chandelier in the centre of the apar 
ment threw its full light upon the figures, an 
they looked radiant with chivalric pomp am 
loveliness. ^ But," said Leonora, "one en 
ample is worth a thousand morals, and yo 
shall have the story of these lovers. Yet 
have nn instinctive aversion Co long storiei 
and, above all, to stories of love." — " But, c 
your, ancestors," said Vau^s^han, anxious t 
hear. '^ YeK, and for my friend !" said she 
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with a smiie, and a graceful inclination of her 
fine form. 

At some distance from the picture, and 
shaded by a canopy which shut out the 
descending blaze of the chandelier, was an 
alcove which looked into the extensive gar- 
dens. The casement was open, and the 
rising sweetness of innumerable flowers, soft- 
ened and cool with the night dews, breathed 
deliciously into the apartment. The sound 
of the music in the concert-room was just 
])eard ; and Leonora, gazing for a moment 
on the picture, as if to gather inspiration from 
its glowing beauty, and with a low, sweet 
^oice, which mingled well with the music on 
the air, began the story of Montalto and 
Adriafia. 



"The Carnival of the year 1615 was the 
most brilliant that had been ever known in 
Venice. The city was singularly crowded 
with foreign and Italian nobles, vying with 
each other in every kind of illuslriQus extra- 
vagance. Artists of the most distinguished 
rank flocked from all parts of the Continent. 
Venice was a continued tumult of pomp. 
But the proud and magnificent Venetian 
Lords, then masters of the commerce of the 
world, outshone them all. The season, too, 
had been remarkably auspicious; and the 
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evenings ^vhich are generally chill so early 
ill the year, were as mild as sumJner: the 
whole multitude of Venice covered the La- 
guiies in their boats for half the night, and 
the waters were illuminated with perpetgal 
lights and fireworks, and the air was filled 
with the harmony of voices and instruiBents 
without number. The Venetian poets still 
celebrate thai memorable year. 

"Gn the last day of the Carnival, the 
public delight rose into its wildest extrava- 
gance ; .for in the morning despatches were 
received from the Doge Mancini, who bad 
sailed some days before with reinforcements 
to the army in the Ferrarese, announcing" 
that he had utterly defeated the troops 
Mantua, and that the prisoners would arrive 
on (hat evening. 

. Venice, once the great queen of the Medi- 
tcrranean, the conqueror of Constantinople^ 
the golden Chersonesus, and the Isles o^ 
Greece, paramount in the sea that bathed the 
shores of all that was lovely, powerful, or 
renowned in the European world, had fallen 
from her martial supremacy. But she min- 
gled with her ancient trophies of war the not 
less glorious trophies of civiliEation. Her 
people were the most polished; her poets 
and painters the most brilliant and sublime • 
and her merchants the richest of the 8(;e] 
Struggles wiih thf Italian Slates had gradui 
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restricted her territory, and diminished 
military strength. But Venice was still 
place of noble ambition, the old heroic 
embrances of her triumphal days were 
pride and the joy of her luxurious peo- 

and the spirit of knighthood still burned 
osoms that seemed devoted to the splen- 

and relaxing indulgences of boundless 
Ith and unresisted power. 
As evening fell, the Carnival was forgol- 
nnd thousands and ten thousands lined , 
y canal that looked towards the Terra 
^a. The guard of the Council of State 
3 drawn up in front of the palace. A 
nphal arch was raised before St. Mark's, 
;r which the Doge, his troops, and bis 
>ners, were to pass. The Adriatic was 
ired with boats beyond all number; the 
t nobles, the militarj' chieftains, the Le- 

merchants, were all abroad in their 
;es covered with every rich emblem and 
ce that Italian fancy and opulence could 
fii upon them. 

While all were in this high-raised and 
)y expectancy, a low sound like that of 
jie thunder was heard in the direction 
'usina, and the gondoliers l)egan to prc^ 

for a storm, and run to the canals, 
sun had now gone down, and the north- 
shore was only a dusky line upon the 
jr ; when a pale light rose slowly, spread 
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over the horizon, then disappeared, then 
rose, and sank again. The sound advanced, 
and now seemed buaian shouts, and the roar 
of cannon. At last one broad and fierce 
sheet of flame was seen to spring from the 
shore, it quivered for an int^iant over tbe 
whole sea, showing in a livid light every 
flag, and countenance, and roof of the city. 
In the next instant all was darkness, followed 
by a peal that almost burst the ear. 

" The multitude were confounded, and 
thought that some new volcano had burst 
out in the Adriatic. But with the dying 
away of the sound, confidence returned, the 
light was taken as a signal, that the Doge 
with his army had arrived on the opposite 
shore, the shouts were the .acclamations of 
the troops, and the multitude now pressed 
forwards to welcome their invincible chief- 
tain, loaded with the spoils of Mantua. 

^' The sun went down on this evening with 
a grandeur and loveliness of colouring that 
overwhelmed even the Venetian eye. The 
clouds assumed innumerable forms under the 
light breeze that played above, while the 
whole sweep of sea below lay in the most 
unruffled stillness* The quick spirit of the 
people, always picturesque, found omens and 
resemblances of all lovely and visionar) 
things in the aspect of the heavens. As the 
clouds moved down in long majestic trains t( 
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vest, lighted with every tint of the rain- 
by the descending sun ; some saw the 
:b of armies to storm some glorious capi- 
then as the vapours scattered ^d broke 
nto fragments that, hovering over the 
, turned it every moment to green, gold, 
purple, they imaged the procession of all 
)irds to the nest where the phcenix made 
epulchre of perfume and fire ; then, as 
scattered mists again formed into shape, 
fancied a train of celestial beings float- 
in the wing, angel troop by troop, «t9 that 
e too bright for human eyes, which tlie 
lighted up Iq the depths of Heaven ; and 
mingled and delicious music that filled 
lir from the gondolas, now dimly seen in 
twilight, was not unlike what the mind 
ims of as the barpings of beings above 
sphere. 



".ft- 
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CHAPTER XIII. 



Then get thee gone and dig thy grave thyself 
Only compound thee with forgotten dust. 
Pluck down thy officers, break thy decrees, 
For now a truce ie comedo mock at form* 
Down royal state^ all ye sage counsellors, hence. 

Shakspea 



^ The crowd of gondolas were now i 
Ij approaching the shore, when a larg 
ley with torches at the poop and stern 
lamps hung on the masts and sails, 
rushing from the mouth of the Brents 
simultaneous shout of applause rose frc 
the gondolas, but the galley was alon 
she swept down, it was observed ths 
sails were torn, and her pennant half I 
The lamps on her rigging rapidly si 
their places, and those signals were foil 
by similar changes of the signal lam 
the tower roof of the Ducal palace. A 
men were now seen crowding her d 
some obviously wounded, and some i 
tudes of strong dispute. The torches 
a red and melancholy glare over the w 
and the galley swept her way amor 
barges, that scattered and fled befor 
towering height and wild speed, like 



^ 
■^ 
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des. To the anxious inquiry of the 
le, no answer was given'; but as she 
led the entrance of the canal, in front of 
>ucal palace, the great bell of St. Marks 
leard tolling, a sign that some £reat dis- 
had befallen the state. The doubt was 
cleared up by the coming of other gal- 
shattered and full* of wounded and dy- 
en. The Venetians had been defeated 
;reat slaughter. On the first advance 
e Doge with his reinforcement, the 
s of the Duke of Mantua had, after a 
contest, retreated with the loss of bag- 
and prisoners, and the Doge had pur- 

An unexpected army, unocrthecom- 

of a foreign general, had fallen upon 

juring his march ; the Venetians had 

way, and their broken troops were 

d to the shore. The shouts heard 

in the evening were the shouts of that 

rate struggle in which they were en- 

. down to the Hvater's edge* The fire 

an along the land was from the cannon 

latchlocks ; and the great sheet of flame 

owing up of the citadel of Fusina. 

•uring that night no eye was closed in 

e ; the grand council was busied in de- 

tion ; the bell of St. Mark's tolled omi- 

r ; messengers were sent off continually 

different points of the land; every 
\ cast towards Fusina showed some 



'i 
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galley hurrying across the waters with iU 
freight of death and defeat, and sUU the pal- 
lid light played along the shores of the Breo- 
ta, and, at intervals, the heavy sound of ar- 
tillery was heard. At day* break one soli- 
tary vessel was seen still lingering on the 
coast; boats were frequently passing from 
her to the sands, notwithstanding the fire of 
matchlocks which absolutely rained upon 
her. It was conceived that she had struck 
upon some shoal, and two of the best equip- 

Eed galleys in the canal were ordered off to 
er assistance. But before they had weigh- 
ed anchor, she was observed to stand clear 
of the shore, and giving a broadside which 
crushed and utterly silenced the enemy's 
fire, she steered directly, with all colours 
flying, for Venice. 

^^ The multitude received her as she came 
with mingled mourning and acclamation* 
Her sides and rigging bore marks of a des- 
perate struggle, apd the thick mass of pale 
and lacerated figures that lay upon her poop^ 
or hung their dejected* heads over her lofty 
fiide, showed that she had gallantly waited 
to collect the remnants of the battle, and save 
the last wounded from the cruelty of the eii- 
emy. On her touching the steps in front of 
the Ducal Palace, an officer sprang from or 
board, and demanded to be led to the Grand 
Council. They were still sitting. A wound- 
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fed m^n was carried out of the vessel afte( 
him, whom be ordered to be held in reaiU- 
Dess at his call. The pupulace made waj 
for him, with a homage inspired by bis ap<- 
pearance. 

^ He was in the prime of manhood; a 
i?ound on his forehead hastily bound up, and 
still dropping blood, did not lessen the adnu- 
ratipn with which they gazed on bis noble, 
?in(] Roman countonanee, his flashing eye, or 
the sta( lie-like proportion, and nervous acti- 
vity of his figure* Long service on sea and 
land had made him almost a stranger in Ye- 
oice; he had fought against the Turk, and 
lh« Algerine, and had been now for some 
years employed in the war of the Republic 
against the Duke of Mantua and the Pope* 
A (rain of gallant actions had raised the 
Count de Montalto to the command of a de- 
tached body of troops, whase nnihe was a 
terror to the enemy ; in the late baflles, the 
flight of the Da-^e, and the death of the se- 
cond in command, who bad been transfi^ced 
bv the lance of a Spanish Knight, placed 
bun at the head of the defeated army, and it 
tfc'as owing to his valour, talent, and chival- 
rous humanity, that the retreat was secured, 
and the last of the wounded were brought 
>ff from the shore. 

. ** Morning had dawned upon the Grand 
Council, and found them still deeply occu- 
voii. II. 10 
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pied with the formidable' business oftM 
night. The Doge, Mancim, bad alreadj, in 
a long and pathetic harangue, related the 
circumstances of the unexpected catastrophe 
which had overwhelmed the Venetian army } 
and* had given his opinion, bitter to the priae 
of the great republic, that thej shonid send 
ambassadors to treat for peace. The mo- 
ment was terrible. The blood of the chief 
Venetian families had been shed in that dis- 
astrous battle ; the last armj of the state been 
driven with ruinous loss and shame out of 
their last territorial possession. The palaces 
of the nobles on the Brenta were in the pow- 
er of their plunderers ; a day might bring 
the whole hostile armament ta Venice ; and 
the queen of cities, with all her glories, might 
be extinguished in her own slaughter. 

^ The question was put, and the council 
had risen to give their ballots, when an offi- 
cer arrived, announcing the demand of the 
Count de Montalta for an immediate audi- 
ence. It was granted from the emergency 
of the time. He entered, accompanied bf 
some of his captains, and his presence ex- 
cited an involuntary murmur of admiration. 
The first cessation of effort had left him pale? 
amd when he took off his crimsoi) cap, ol 
which the emerald band was won by hino 
from the iieck of a Moorish Bey, and Uu 
beron plume fromr the turban of sm Aral 
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Emir, and bowed before this august tribunal, 
iie seemed fainting with fatigue and loss of 
blood. His crimson cloak covered a wound- 
ed arm, and the ray that now shot down from 
between the pillars, fell on his tunic, and 
shewed the trace of blood on the gold-emr 
Woidered cuirass within. 



CHAPTER XIV. 



n«'8 traitorous, tliere are stains upon his palm : 
Gold has been there. Pluck oflf his ermioe, Sirs, 
Youll find the dagger in't, that was to strike 
The state i* the heart. Mind not his boarj. hairs. 
There^s burning passion, hot Ambition^s thirst, 
Pale Envy's gall, Revenge's poisonovs blood, 
Hid in that Ancient, harnessed as be stand^ 
In armour for your Venice. Down with him \ 

Phinetu WM^ 



^ On being questioned oq his business with 
the council he advanced to the foot, of the 
table, and, in a firm tone, pronounced the 
words, ^ I come to accuse a traitor among 
you of his treason.' The surprise was inde- 
bribable ; every man looked at his neigh- 
bour in astonishment. But the feeling of the 
offence was stronger ihan the suspicion ; and 
jMonUlto was ordered to be seized, tjo an- 
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ftwer for his insuh. * HoW !' said he, turn- 
mg lo the guard ; * I have not yei named the 
traitor r There was a pause, and all eyes 
Were fixed on the lofty aud composed coon- 
fenance of the accuser. * N^me the traitor 
if thou darest, if thou canst,' said the Doge, 
in a low but distinct tone. ^ Mancini !' was 
the answer. The Doge, who had sat with 
bis eyes fixed on the Count, at the word 
sprung upright from his throne, as if he bad 
been pierced by an arrow, stood for a mo- 
ment in unconscioiisfiesfti and then sank fee^ 
biy into his seat again. 

" The cry for the accuser's seizure was 
now universal ; but his bold voice was heard 
through all. ^ The Venetian troops,* said 
he, ^have shed their blood and tarnished 
their honour ; but it was through treachery. 
The enemy were already beaten, when your 
Doge led his army into a defile where t\o 
valour could save them. I saw gallant squad- 
rons crushed by rocks and trees without the 
sight of an enemy. I saw their chieftaiff the 
last to enter the field, and the first lo fly.' 

'* Mancini rose to contradict the ebi^rge. 
* It is the business of a traitor not to ask for 
justice, but to solicit mercy,' pronounced 
Montalto, in an appalling tone. * But if you 
want proofs, here take them ;' and he drew 
ft. packet from his bosom. ^ Here is the se- 
cret correspondence of your Doge with the 
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Duke of Mantua and the Pope. Here,' and 
^e flung one of the papers on the table^*— 
^ here is the secret treaty by which the Doge 
Mancini binds himself to deliver up the army 
of the state to the enemy. Here,' drawing 
out another, ^ is the seqnet treaty by which 
Sforza. Prince of Mantua, and tliat holy fox, 
Innocent of Ron>e, pledge then)«elves to give 
the Doge Mancmi the full investiture and 
savereignty of Venice and her isles on his 
betraying the army and abandoning your 
provinces on the krra^rma.' 

"' The confusion in the council had now. 
risen to its height. No suspicion had hitherto 
dared to breathe against tfae Doge. Mancini 
had risen through all the ranks of public 
office; he had distinguished himself in suc- 
cessive wars as a daring, prompt, and dex- 
trous leader ; in ofike he had been remark- 
nble for the vigilance and sternness of its 
execution. In the government and the coun- 
cil be was sagacious and splendid, eloquent 
and bold. On this terrible emergency be 
was not wanting to himself. He laughed 
the charges to scorn ; he showed the strong 
improbability of their truth ; he descantea 
on the daring and desperate subtlety which 
bad made a tool of the unsuspecting soldier 
before them. He asked, what honour could 
*be expected for his gray hairs higher than 
itbat which. encircled them an tbe ducal cqt^ 

VOL. u. 10* 
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net ; whal room was there for ambition in & 
mind that most so soon be closed upon the 
world ? what frantic pass^ioo for dominion in 
a bosom that must so soon have all its terri- 
tory in the narrowness of a grave ? or for 
whom could be be ambitious, if, not for him' 
self? He once had a son; that son bad 
exiled himself by his vices, — bad been un- 
heard of for yeare, and was now probahlj 
lying among the unboried dead of some re- 
mote field or unfathomed ocean. 

" The elements of oratory had been noWy 
tombined in this man. Stung by the feeling 
of the hour, he rose into a mapnificence cm 
thought and language that held the council 
.#s in a chain of enchantment. The burden 
■df years was thrown oft', and he stood before 
them in the freshness and vigour of youth; 
his voice rich, deep, and solemn, at one. 
^rhile melted them with a recital of his ser- 
vices and sufferings in the cause of their 
common country; then rising into full volume, 
it thundered oui resistless indignation on the 
gloomy artifice and subtle, satanic guilt, thfft 
rejoiced to seek its prey among the noble 
in rank and nature, the pure, the aged, the 
faithful servants of the state, and the ge- 
nerous, long-tried, and stainless friends of 
mankind. 

^^ An universal shout of applause bur§t 
from that grave ai&sembly ; and Montalto, sb 
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the aeciamation subsided, was cont^ria>(Qoti»> 
ly called on for further accusatioot if oe bad 
it to ofTer. He had listened with equal 
wonder and sorrow to the Doge^s eloquence; 
but his heroic patriotism was not to be 
captivated or shaken. *My Lord Doge^ 
said he, ^ I feel for the noble talents which n 
desperate ambition has rencjered hazardous 
to the State. I have other proofs* Let the 
Doge give up his dignitj, and retire froni 
Venice, and my lips shall be sealed/ The 
Council turned their gaze on Mancini. Thfe 
old man, exhausted by bis own energy, 
seemed scarcely to have heard the words. 
They were repeated. He stood up at once, 
and stripping the robe from his breast, said« 
with a glance of fiery contempt round the 
hall, ^ if ye want my life, strike here. But 
while there is blood in these veins, never 
will I give up my honour. Am I not youi 
prince ? Are you all turned traitors ? Begone 
to your homes. I dissolve the Council !' 
He rose from his throne, and was hastening 
out of the hail, when MontaUo stood before 
him, leading a figure wrapped in a military 
cloak* * Look here !' said Montalto, unco- 
vering the head of the stranger. The Doge 
started back in sudden horror. ^ This is my 
proof — Pietro, your highness' private stf 
cretary, whom I seized in aUempting ta 
make hit tecape to the enemy ;. whose band 
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wrote these papers, and whose evidence now 
•comes forth to convict you of treason t§ 
your country V Mancinj listened with a bit- 
ter smile : his lips mavedy but no words fol- 
lowed. On a sudden, his frame struggled as 
ivith some strange and fierce emotion. He 
plunged fais forehead iti ins thin and quive^ 
ing hands, and fell upon the ground. The 
officers and Council started back in awe, till 
« groan, and a gush of blood on the marble 
pavement awoke them. They raised him; 
T)ut life was gone; a dagger was found plant- 
•ed in his heart. He h^d -died a Dotre! 

" The intelligence of this 8eif-ii>flicted jus- 
tice was rapidly spread, and the people sur- 
i*ounded the Council on their way through 
the city with prayers and benedictions; The 
body of 4he Doge was exposed to public 
-view, and his estates ivere confiscHted. Mont* 
alto was almost worshipped as 1 he guardian 
angel of Venice, and the people and the 
troops alike demanded his .elevation to the 
"ducal throne. B^ut his noble nature was 
proof against atnbttion ; and in a meeting of 
the Council he solemnly declined all preten- 
•sions to the sovereignty^ -^ It is,*' said he, 
-^ not wise to choose a soldier, for his nature 
must be a love of war ; nor a merchant, for 
Siifi wealth may make him shrink from hazard; 
mor a noble, because he may have prejudices 
gainst ^be people^ nor one .of the .pecgpla^ 
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because the privileges of tfeie nobles must be 
sacred ! Xl^hoose, if you cftn find sucb, a 
stranger and a sage^ bold enough to head 
your armies in this peril of the State, wise 
enoQgh to guide your councils, end honest 
enough to desire no power heyoiid that of the 
law, &nd no reward beyond the conscious^ 
ness of having done his duty.' His speech^ 
delivered with the simplicity of a hero, was 
followed by a burst of admiration. He was 
asked to name his choice. ^ Justiniani !^ was 
the answer. 

" The name was well known to the chief 
part of the Council ; and somfe of the elder 
members recollected with remorse the name 
of a renowned senator, who after having 
served the Republic with distinguished ho- 
nour many years, bad been sent by the 
influence of lotion into exile ?n Dalinatia. 
ITie sentence had been revoked not long 
after ; but the illustrious exile had refused to 
return, ded^ritig that he felt grateful to the 
hostility which had compelled him to learil 
the true enjoyment of life, in domestic hap* 
pinesa, in letimed leisure, and the cultivation 
of the lovely landscape of his Dalmatian 
valley. 

^ ^ His proud spirit will not stoop to our 
solicitation,' was the general sentiment. ^Not 
if you were in prosperity,' answered Mont* 
eito ; ^ i>ut in peril your request will be irr<« 
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sistible with Justiniani. I have never seen 
him. I know him only by Uie knowledge of 
bis heroism and his wisdom : I will be your 
embassador, and I shall succeed.^ 

^^ The commission was instantly confetred 
upon Montalto, and after making some mili- 
tary arrangements for the defence of Venice 
In his absence, he steered in the galley of 
the Doge for Dalmatian 



CHAPTER XV. 



Chftplets and bowers, rich wines «nd cooling stroans 
Wherein the cups are dipt, and gentle gleams 
Of valleys kindled by the wi^stem sun. 
Are sights mine eye doth lo?e to look upon. 

PhimeatWOK 



" The galley soon reached the shores of 
Dalmatia ; Montalto and his train mounted 
on some pompously caparisoned horses that 
had been sent to meet them on their landing 
by the Venetian •Governor, and set off fiitt 
speed for the house of Justiniani* 

" They rode during the day through the 
bold and picturesaue country formed by the 
skirts of the hills that shoot down from Crot> 
tia to -the sea« Evening was coming on, iriuftt 
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J reached the edge of the valley in which 
ir journey was to end. It was one of 
se secluded spots common among the 
tern shores of the Adriatic, a singular 
ibination of the sweetness and magnifi- 
ce of the moontain landscape ; a cataract 
St through a chasm of the blue hills that 
ned ks rampart against the norths and 
ves of thick and vivid foliage skirted the 
ghts and the slreaoiw 

'They gave the reins to their horses, and 
them choose therr way down through the 
;mcnts of Biarble and tufts of luxuriant 
etatioR that filled the ravine* As they 
cended, the wildness of the mountain- 
ge passed away, and they found them-^ 
'es in the midst of cultivationr that grew 
tinually more profuse and splendid. 
The bold Venetians lingered with the 
ght of men bewitched by the new luxu- 
of the landscape. The spirit of the time 
still more deeply upon Montalto, and he 
)luiitarily contrasted the happiness of a 
passed in those shades of fresh and quiet 
witness, with the rude trials and fierce dis-^ 
»ances of the life of state and war» 
Bui a'sudden gush of fragrance awoke 
as he turned from a deep path by the ri- 
s side into the open air; anct he saw the 
Hi«g of the future Doge* The country 
" Spalatro bad been a favoorite retread of 
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the opulent Romans since the residence of 
their philosophic emperor, and lheta»(eof 
those masters of the world seemed still to 
Knger in the soil. Monftalto^s eye had been 
caught, a& be rode along, bj fraga^iitsol 
a^rchiteotore in the exquisite style ihat Dio^ 
Etesian revived ; and be now saw before bin 
d palace that might have been built in the 
happiest hour of Grecian elegance. 

^' Justiniani received his distinguished gueit 
with the lofly etiquette of a man accusromd 
to the ceremonial of courts and senates. Ha 
still retained the establishment of a Yenetias 
Lord, some of the officers who had served 
with him in bis earlier triumphs were still 
^tached to his household, and his domestics 
were all men who had borne arms under his 
command; it was a household of old and 
gallant heairt&, and it had the habitual pomp 
of the palace of a gre^t military chief- 
tain. iThic master of this house of high rc- 
c^Mections,' was a stately figure, bowed by 
bis years, his hair white as snow, hut his 
e^e full of the fire of manhood, and his step 
firm and martial. 

^^ Montalto read his commission from the 
senate. It was listened to with the naost pro- 
found attentfon, but without an answeriag 
word. ' He looked upon the vigorous and 
penetrating coun^nance of the old chieftain 
for an answer f but the expression there was 
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»f the ^me proud and imperturbarble trdnquiK 
lily, tie felt &n embarrassment mingled 
D^ilb reverence, like one compelled to con- 
iiilt a reluctant Oracle. 

^ At lensth he demanded dn answer. ^ Not 
lo-fiigbt) C^Qnt de Montaltd,' was the replr. 
^The senate must not be treated with the 
disrespect of a sudden r^^olve. You will do 
us the honour to accept of our hospitality for 
Ibis night/ Montalto urged the necessity of 
kis return, but the old mdn #a8 immoveame ; 
and the Count ordered his attendartts to dis- 
mount, and partake of the entertainment 
which was provided for them with princely 
kospitality in the great hall. 

"A banquet was sirred up for Justiniaiii 
ind his guest, and they gradually ^w mbve 
animated. ^ Count,^ said the old chieftain, 
' I have been long anxious for this interview, 
for I have long known you by fame. Wa 
have heard from a brigahtine, commanded 
by one of my old friends, something of what 
the l^ortfas have been doing. Forty years- 
dgotbey dared not have lifted a spear in all 
kaflyw Wd had chdscd the father of the fa* 
nUiiy into the Apennines, and there kept him 
among tbe wolves and wild boars, the iiatti« 
ral companions of the robber, for .'^more 
thorough bandit did not live from Milan to 
Ndplcs. But things are altered now.^ 

*^ ' Yes,' sftid jkt^mtalto, * Sferw now wears 

▼OU II. 11 
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a diadem, and claims to be our master. We 
have force enough in Venice to pluck every 
jewel from his crown ; but he makes a subtle 
use of his treasury, and there are gondolas 
in the Laguna that, if I do not deeply, mis- 
take, carry other freights than gallant cava- 
liers and bewitching signoras. Mancini was 
but one of the fallen.' 

" ' I knew him well,' interrupted JustiDiaoi, 
with a flashing eye. ^ A great production of 
nature, but mad with ambition. He was 
my most (rusted friend. I raised him step 
by step to eminence. His soul was a mix- 
ture of grandeur and perfidy. To be Doge, 
he was a traitor to me; to be more than 
Doge, he was a traitor to Venice ; once King 
of Venice, he would have betrayed mankind 
to be sovereign of Italy. But he was a 
great being, full of magnificent conceptions, 
and with magnificent powers for their execu- 
tion. But he is fallen; tell me how he died.' 

"Montalto briefly narrated the event; his 
liearcr's countenance rapidly lost its com- 
manding expression ; he at length wrapped it 
in his ample cloak, and wept ; Montalto re- 
spected this noble sorrow, and felt doubled 
homage for the grandeur of spirit that could 
thus forget its injuries. 

" A sound of music was heard ; Justiniani 

raised his head. ' Tljose,' said he, ' are 

'^me of my hunters returning from the hills. 
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We live wildly here, Count, and have only 
the simple pleasures of the forest. Let us 
order our horses, and meet ray friends on 
their return.' 

" The evening was lovely, and all the lustre 
of the southern landscape was deepened by 
a sun that sank with unusual radiance among 
the clouds. The train passed up the moun- 
tain that overhangs Spalalro, and Montalto 
gazed with Italian enthusiasm on the glorious 
ruins spreading out below — the palace of 
Dioclesian, bathed in the violet-coloured- 
mists of the evening, and lighted by strong 
bursts of sun-light through the openings of 
the mountain-range. "" 

*' To Montalto they looked like the vision- 
ary palace of the Genius of Rome in her 
splendour. To Justiniani they assumed a 
graver cast ; ' There,' said he, ' is the very 
type of human ambition. A mixture of 
pomp and decay — the house of pride turned 
intx) the monument of emptiness — the bones 
of the mighty master buried in the dust of 
bis throne ; all to furnish a passing gaze, and 
a passing moral to the stranger, and all to be 
soon covered in one cloud of night and ob- 
livion.' 

"The hunters now came bounding down a 
vast ravine, wooded to the brow ; the horns 
flourished as they approached, and the sound 
spread in rich and softening echoes among 
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the hills. Moniaho^s vivid spirit was'de* 
lighted with the bearing of this gallant troop; 
but his eye was soon more deeply captivat* 
ed by the advance of a train on horseback 
issuing from one of the avenues of the pa- 
lace. It was composed entirely of females; 
they rode the beautiful and spirited horses 
of the country, richly caparisoned, and the 
pageant ascending slowly into the light 
through the grove that covered the side of 
the mountain, seemed like a brilliant cload 
rising from the earth to meet the sun. 

^^ Justiniani spurred his horse to meet tham, 
and introduced the female who rode at their 
head to Montalto as his daughter. The 

i^oung soldier had never seen a creature so 
ovely ; and, as they returned to the plaiflf 
he listened with a spell-bound ear to the dift- 
course sustained between Justiniani and (he 
fair Adriana. It was on the common topics 
of the country; an accidental overflow of a 
stream which had swept away some peasant 
cottages, the arrival of a troop of pilgrims 
from Palestine in the neighbouring hamlet 
with relics, the rumour of a Moorish felucca 
having been seen from one of the towers on 
the coast, and the march of a body of peai« 
iintry to repel the pirates, 

'^ Nothing could be less interesting to the 
ear of a stranger; but the silver tones of Ad- 
riana's voice, her sparkling tye^ and her 
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graceful animation, made the deliberations of 
camps and senates trivial in comparison to 
Montalto's ear; and, on his retiring at night 
to bis chamber, he began seriously to ques- 
tion himself whether it was allowable for. a 
soldier and an envoy to commit the folly of 
falling in love. 

" His sleep was invaded by dreams rest- 
less and strange, but without pain ; and he 
rose at day-break with a frame refreshed, 
and a mind soothed by gentle recollections. 
The breath of morning came round him with 
living fragrance, and he gazed long upon a 
landscape, assuming at every instant some 
new shape of beauty. The sound of voices 
below awoke him ; he saw Justiniani and Ad- 
riana passing down the valley, and followed 
them through an absolute wilderness of colour 
and perfume ; plants of every climate and 
every brilliancy of hue covering the sides of 
the valley with a luxuriance that looked like 
the various and spontaneous richness of an 
evening sky. 

" * 1 can now give you your answer,' said 
Justiniani, smiling; Mast night, when you ar- 
rived, my best figures of speech were gone to 
rest ; my old friends, the fields and the moun- 
tains, had Ipst their persuasion. But look 
round you now, Signor, and tell me what is 
there in coronets or helmets that ought to 
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overpower the pleading of what we now sM 
round us.^ 

" ^ These flowers, my father,' said Adria* 
na, in a suppressed voice, ^ are no courtiers, 
—they will never betray you ; and thc«e 
mountains will be guards that will never Aa- 
sert their lord^' 

^^ Jusiiniani pressed her hand. Then turn- 
ing to Monialio, whose spirit was absorbed 
by all that he had seen and heard ; ' Count,' 
said he, ^ when the fickle Venetians shall be 
no more like their own sea, the smoothest 
and the most treacherous of all things, then 
let me trust them. You are young, bold, dis- 
tinguished ; while the republic has you, she 
can want neither counsellor nor soldier; and 
when you shall have no want of her, come 
here among us, and despise the emptiness of 
popular fame, in the presence of the solid 
and simple happiness of nature.' 

" Montalto remonstrated ; he described 
with the vigour of conviction the hazards of 
Venice, and the strong necessity of placing 
at the head of her affairs a man whose emi- 
nence would at once extinguish all rivalry 
among the nobles, and restore the confidence 
of the people. 

*' Adriana had, almost for the first time, 
looked upon the noble Venetian in the course 
of this remonstrance. He was no habitual 
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orator, but his sincerity and the fervour of 
his feelings gave his words a natural elo* 
quence. As he talked of the campaign, the 
chivalric gallantry of the Venetian troops, 
circumvented and wasted away by the perfi- 
dy of their general, and their last desperate 
stand as they rallied round the banner of the 
mnged lion on the shore of Fusina, and look- 
ing to their own glorious city fought wiiKthe 
untaraeable valour of heroes resolved not to 
return with shame ; — his voice involuntarily 
swelled^ his fine form dilated wiih sudden 
energy, and his bronzed cheek grew crimson 
with the glow of patriotism and soldiership. 
Justiniani gazed on him with the generous 
admiration of one lofty mind for another, and 
saw before him a long career of renown. 
Adriana gazed too, but it was with a senti- 
ment strangely mixed of delight and pain. 
She had never before seen a being that so 
much realized the pictures of her solitary 
hours, when she sat revolving the illustrious 
days of antiquity. She could have thought 
that she was looking upon another Aicibia* 
des, with all his beauty, but without his weak-^ 
ness made to command armies, and wield 
senates, and lead the hearts of women in his 
chain of gold and flowers. But when she 
heard him talk of the perils of the troops, 
and the rriMs at hand, her admiration waa 
forgotten in the sudden thought, how soon 
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some trivial chance of war might make that 
perfect and splendid being but as dust and 
ashes. She turned away with a pang of 
heart, and could listen no more. 



CHAPTER XVI. 



Oh Love, what art thou ? April smiles and tears ; 
Dreams, waking follies, idler hopes, and fears ; 
Joys, bitter sorrows ; of what art thou made ? 
Canst thou be substance, where all else is shade ? 



" Mont ALTO prepared to return to Venice ; 
but a new and unaccountable heaviness pres- 
sed upon him. In his chamber, during the 
preparations for his homeward journey, 
thoughts came over him of the vanity and 
transient nature of human ambition, of the 
melancholy glories of war, and of the preca- 
riousness of public honours. All around him 
was in favour of the argument. His noble 
entertainer enjoyed a happiness not to be 
found under the proudest roof in Venice. 
Montalto looked out upon the landscape, and 
it lay before him in a dewy and tranquil 
loveliness that he thought he had not per- 
ceived before. He must go through his task, 



HUSBAND HVSTUm. I Si 

stern as at was ; but he made in that hour a 
secret tow of finding out some nook of the 
earth that resembled this, if such enchantp 
meni was to be found iDeaides ; and there 
turning his sword into a pruning^hook, and 
sitting under his own vine, and his own fig- 
tree, till all human joys and aDxieties were 
alike at an end. 

^^ He was startled by the trumpet that as* 
sembled his troop ; he heard the trampling 
of their horses' hoofs, and their jovial voices 
as they mustered ; never sounds came so dia« 
sonant to his ear. The hour had worn away 
in no undelighted though grave meditation ; 
and a pilgrim passing down the avenue, with 
his scolloped nat, and habit brown with the 
dust of the Holy Land, the only living thine 
that had till then passed before his eye, had 
only mingled an abstracted and solitary 
image with the thick-coming fancies of bis 
perturbed mind. 

^ He returned to the saloon, where he had 
held his conference with Justiniani the night 
before, and where the ancient statesman and 
his daughter were waiting to bid him fare- 
well. The parting was one of few words ^ 
presents were exchanged ; and when Adriana 
added faer's, an amulet which had just arrive 
ed from the holy sepulchre, and which had 
the repute of curing wounds, she gave it with 
an involuntary sigh, and an inward pray^r,^ 
that its virtues might be never requiredt 
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^Montalto felt bis eyes dassled as he 
gazed upon her beauty. The brown profo- 
sion of tresses that wreathed under her pll^ 
pie Dalmatian turban ; the statue-like grace 
of her arms visible under the robe looped up 
with pearls ; the marble neck glittering with 
precious stones ; the whole countenance and 
form, in which even the splendour of ber 
dress seemed but to make a part of the pure 
and simple superiority of her beauty, re* 
minded him of some of the visionary shapes 
that had just floated in his dreams. He had 
seen the most captivating women of the Con- 
tinent; the grandeur of the Greek expres: 
sion, the brilliancy of the French, the rich 
and beaming sensibih'ty of the Italian, but 
till now his heart had slumbered ; it waited, 
like the image of Prometheus, but a spark 
from this high source of magnificent and caO" 
did loveliness to light it up into passion and 
power. 

" He already had his foot in the stirrup, 
with a silent, proud determination to earn a 
title to the hand of Adriana; when a trum- 
pet sounded through the wood, and a small 
troop of horsemen glittered through its wind- 
ings: they came at full speed, and their 
leader delivered a sealed packet to Montalto. 
It was from the senate. It contained the 
alarming intelligence, that Sforza had collect- 
ed all the shipping of the Terra Firma, had 
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hed his army to the shore, repulsing 
Venetian squadron, and that Venice was 
nger of immediate attack ; popular com- 
ms had arisen, fomented eqially by the 
sans of Mancini and the alarms of the 
lace, and the universal cry was for Jus- 
li. 

?he despatch was put into the hands of 
'eteran hero. He read it with deep 
.ion ; then turning to his dau^'hter, he 

*On leaving my ungrateful country, I 
: a solemn vow never to return but by 
ntreaty ; she now supplicates. I vow- 
ifore the altar, never lo draw my sword 
er but in her day of threatened ruin ; 
i now in imminent hazard; but I made 
■d vow, the deepiest and dearest of all, 
• to leave this spot but with your con- 

my child.' Aariana turned away to 
her emotions ; she wept, and would not 
spoken. Monialto besought an answer, 
ttercd the single word ^ Go.' Justiniani 
3d her in his arms. 



IS9 HUSBAND HURTnTO. 



CHAPTER XVII. 



Lights theriD ; who struek hiini It ht wounded dMp?— 
Tliis >8 true blood I ■-*■ * ttMMt^ 



^ Tms illustriovt eiiile was recchred iri 
tbe exirav»gar^C6 of {xipalar feelings taf^r 
tt> 5ione ^ its pdsi ingratitocFe, and esruhiog 
in the assurarxe of preserrvation. His gap 
ley was met by those of the Senate and tbe 
patrician families, arid even the distant thun- 
ders of the Milanese caimon battering dowa 
tbe bastions of Fusina, increased tbe general 
joy by reinindiug the people of secure ven- 
geance CO cottve. 

^^Justinians sioon gave proof that retire- 
dient bad not diminished l>is great qualities. 
At thet age of serenty be as^onied the sodden 
aclfviiy of yontb, rcrrrewed the troops, refit* 
ted the ar.^enals, equipped a fleets and was 
on the seas ahnost before the Milanese bad 
heard of his return. They made some able 
efforts to retain their superiority. A Geno- 
ese fleet appeared in the Adriatic. It was 
attacked, and dispersed. The conquerors 
instantly landed their troops in front of the 
^Milanese. Sforza was bold, sagacious, and 
cruel: he fought with barbarian desperation; 
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but after a contest prokmged into the night, 
tbe ft^ng of his camp covered his retreat,* 
lind he drew off his brolsen army to Padiia^ 
l^vihg the country l)eyond Fusiha covered 
trkh ikiarfes of fierce and itiinous defeat. 
Hontalto bad led the vanguard, and eclipsed 
Ills former glories. Justiniani had fought on 
khi^ Rallied soine battalions, and distinguish- 
ed himself with the ardour of a young sol- 
dier. 

"All was now rejoicing in Venice; the 
Doge and his general returned in triumph ; 
ietid Montalto, honoured with the splendid 
distinctions of Venetian gratitude, was pro- 
iniiinced by the public voice, and reccivied 
by the Doge as, the noblest suitor of his fair 
Adriana. 

' '•* About this time there appeared at Venice 
ki the iStes given on the public triumph, a 
ybong Improvisatore of extraordinary facul- 
ties. The waywardness of genius, as well 
aff <itB vigour, ctiaracterized his whole con- 
duct. Hi& uiojl^ ^f nfe ivas simple, his oian- 
Her tjeclo^d attd str^ngd, yet hi times hi in- 
dulged fn'tixtr^vt^gam^stcess, scattered gold 
diiloil^ the' {xyputate; played in the casinos 
#itii Hhe recklb^ness of an '^habitUal ?ame- 
^r, and thbh' disappeared \6 his solitude 
again.'. fl6 4^ad Imohe Chan the usual accdm- 
pnshments'*of i-fae\ times, spoke several Isrn- 
guagea with Mriking ^tiectcy ah4' elegance, 
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was a master of the lute, and sang his own 
graceful verses with matchless taste and cap- 
tivation. His story of himself was, tnat he 
was of a noble Veronese family mined by 
the war, and utterly scattered through the 
world ; that he, a younger son, had deter* 
mined to wander till his fortunes changed, 
and he might return without dishonour to 
the place of his ancestors. He acknowledge 
ed that he had assumed a name for the piH> 
pose of more complete disguise. 

" The Venetian populace are fond of poe- 
try and music, and the singular powers* of 
this young bard made him an eminent popa- 
lar favourite. Petrarch himself, if he could 
have risen from his mausoleum, with the lau- 
rels of the Capitol upon his head, .and his 
inspired harp in his hand, could scarcely 
have more deeply delighted the enthusiastic 
multitude. He was followed through the 
streets by^ a crowd of gazers ; and often 
when in the fine evenings of the advancing 
summer he wandered by the banks of the 
Grand Canal, or leaned on one of the bridfies 
contemplating the brilliancy of the moyuig. 
scene below, the waters coloured with the 
tints of the gorgeous buildings, the boatSi 
loaded with the riches of the East, or the 
fruits of the Terra Firma, and the quays co- 
vered with men of all nations, in all their 
glittering varieties of habit, from China to 
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the Atlantic, the multitude could ncrt be re- 
strained from surround/ng and imploring him, 
in the touching strain of Venetian entreatj, 
for some display of his powerful and be- 
witching genius. He generallv repelled 
them with a lofty disdain, and plunged into 
darkness and loneliness for days and weeks 
together. But he sometimes allowed himself 
to be won, and the hearers then owned that 
such gifts ought not to be lavished upon 
common and capricious entreaty. 

" His fame had reached the palace, and 
he made the ornament of some of the bril- 
liant fetes given by the Count in honour of 
his approaching marriage with the daughter 
of Justiniani. Adriana, too high-minded to 
feign reluctance, and too sensitive to gene- 
rous and noble quajities not to love the Count 
Montalto, had accepted his suit; and the 
ceremony awaited only the final cessation of 
hostilities with Sforza, whose envoy had al- 
ready arrived. A sudden calamity clomled 
this bright prospect A grand entertainment 
had been given' to the envoy, on his public 
reception; it continued till a late hour, and 
the Doge had retired overcome with the tu- 
mult and heat of the festivity. The case- 
ment of his chamber was open, and he stood 
for a moment enjoying the tranquillity of the 
contrast with that crowded and dazzling 
splendour which he had left behind, when a 
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pUtoI ivas ^rcd, into (he casjf ment, aqd ^ftf 
f(sU hiqitelf wounded. His firmije^ of .ncinj|» 
sustained him; be rushed put, jato t^hi^. pay(« 
te'rre that lined the shore, to jMiixi the .a;»SM 
^}Bt but no living thing was visible. Tji^ff 
was ho gondolier on tb^ canali .ibi^, ijs^ 
showed $e whole extent of the:Waier9|i thg 
assassin oii^st have sunk into the eartn, or 
gone up into the clouds. . . . .r, ^ 

^^ Justiniani tottered back to his ch^mMQ 
X the blood flowed profusely from his s^e; ,£q 
felt himself fainting, and with a last ^effort, 
he rushed back into the banquet-ropoi, and 
fell. 
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l||r nanjr things have mffny m^P bejBi^ ui«4s 
Loye, potxowy riches, miiiyss, folly^ pride ; 
ftut Fate,wlieB it iniuras tlieir Aettdly feJif 
Bf Ddt Jealousy, the fiercest fiend of all. .. .^^ . u 

JPAtiuoi TTiift. 



" Tiiti confusion among the inuUilude vtzk 
instant and indescribable. Cries of ' trea- 
son' were tbud, the gates pf the palace weir^ 
closed ; the senate were summoned ; abd i^t 
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midnight tolling of the bell of St. Mark, so 
long the signal of public danger, had roused 
the whole of Venice from its sleep. The 
citizens and troops poured tumultuously 
through the streets. For the time Venice 
bad the look of a city taken by storm. 

^ Among those who .Vaised the wounded 
Doge, Montalto was the first ^nd most anxi« 
ous* He staunched the blood with his scarf, 
before even the practised skill of the Ducal 
surgeons could stop its dangerous effusion. 
But it began to be a matter of surprise thai 
among the crowd that knelt, and prayed, and 
]Hressed round the couch of Justiniani, there 
was one wanting, whom every ^ye expected 
yet dreaded to have seen foremost in those 
offices of duty and love. Adriana was not 
in the banquet room. 

" A moment before the Doge had appear- 
ed among his terrified guests, tottering in 
like a spectre, pale and covered with blood, 
she had suddenly left the room. . Montalto 
flew to find her. She was not in the palace. 
She was sought for through the gardens. 
The moon was at the full, and nothing could 
have escaped the eye under that full splen- 
dour. She was not to be seen. 

" As Montalto was returning in despair to 
the palace, by an intricate and unfrequented 
path, he heard a rustle in a thicket ; he rush- 
ed in. A figure in a gondolier's habit sprang 
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out at tlie oppotUe side, and jplwi^ into tha 
Lagane. Montalto sprang auer.mai,.DDt dit 
thicket was eaiangled, and before he, kid 
forced his way through it. there vas no tnce 
of the fugitive. A gondola was lying betidb 
the bank, and inJt, to his joy andTterrbr, irai 
Adriana, speechless, cold, and appuemly 

^tiis presence of nbd did not desert hio 
in this terrible conjuncture. He tried ton^ 
cover her senses. On her first opening bei 
eyes, she eave almost a scream of joy, and 
then turned away in sudden and strange A* 
horrence. She held a paper in her naod^ 
Montalto read it by the moonlig^L It was, ia 
a few words, imploring ^ the Lady Adriana^^tf 
she would prevent an atrocious crime level- 
led against the dearest object of her afee^ 
tions, to give the writer a moment's inte^ 
view.' » k. 

^ Jealousy, the native passion of the sondhj 
shot an icy pang through Montnhe's heaiiL 
In the lofiy sincerity of his nature, fait chai|^ 
ed Adriana.witb having forgoUen Urn foir 
another. The charge >wa$ answered. fay leurl 
that would not be denied. . ^ No, Montaha,* 
said the weeping beauty, ^ If I had not a con- 
fidence in you stronger than ytl tha'tJeres or 
ears, or marwor spirit, could jh(ftk^^ I should 
at this hour fly you as a murderer i^ 

^ He sprang 'backwards, gasiog on her ia 
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aslontshroent. Butehe looked on biflii with* 
a amile full of such sweet sao[iiesey^llier^;W4a 
such a faithful, fond dependency in her. e«* 
qttisite form as she bent to«¥ards*hini, that be 
at oncei and more deeply than ever before, 
fek the conviction, that nothing but death 
could divide them, 

^ Adriana's story was brief. On reoeiv* 
ing the note, which lefl her in doubt whether 
tiie danger threatened her father's or MiOn- 
talto's life, she had gone into an innier apart- 
ment, where she found the messenger, an at- 
tendant in the dress of the Ducal pages. He 
had detailed a lon^ narrative of conspiracy, 
wkich he said had for its obiect the .over- 
throw of the government, and to her disbe- 
UeC aifid horror, Montallo's usurpation of the 
throne^ On her bursting out into scorn of 
the accusation, and threatening to have the 
accuser seized, he threw open a concealcid 
door, and she found herself in the ^nds of 
a jpropp of men in masks ; her moolh was 
bound, to prevent her alarming the palaiCie, 
and she was thus conveyed to a gondola 
which immediately passed round to the canal 
in iiront.of the chamber of the Doge* 

^ There ahe s^w, in constrained aileioce 
and desperate. exf)ectancy, the whole .pre* 
paration for tiie murder. :Sbe saw ber.uni- 
consoious father come to the caseipent, while 
atlbe aacnc moment his assassin was gliding 



;v 



140 HUSBAND HUNTING. 

through the trees to make sure of his victim* 
She struggled, but was held down by a band 
of iron. To her doubled horror, if that 
were possible, the assassin as be stood bjr 
the bank with the pistol in his hand, utterra 
the' words, ^ Montalto goes to be revenged.' 
A gleam of moonshine, fell across his figure;- 
the dress, the martial step, the stately ges- 
ture, all were those of her lord ; she saw her 
father lift up his hands; she would bate 
given worlds to know that it was in prayer. 
In the next instant she saw the fire of tiie 
pistol. She heard a sudden cry, and sav 
and heard no more ! 

** Montalto's manly love could not be o?e^ 
powered by mere suspicion ; but the scene 
of this night hung irresistibly upon his spirili. 
He was bound to Adriana by the solemn eih 
gagemeni which was so soon to be ratified, 
and still more bound by the devotion of hk 
own impassioned heart. But it was plain 
that some agents were at work to degrade 
him in her eyes, and to render him an ob- 
ject of alarm in those of the Doge, 

'^ Justiniani had rapidly recovered ; for the 
wound, formidable as it looked, was not ia a 
vital part. Extensive inquiries had been 
made, but the assassin seemed to have dealt 
with other powers than those of man, for' 
the whole proverbial vigilance of the sbirri* 
was baffled. Adriana was still the same 
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fond and noble-hearted beings but her cheek 
Viad not yet recoyercd the rosc-lilfe beauty 
thai it wore at that fatal banquet, and even 
in hrr happiest hours, a transient shade of 
melancholy might be seen passing ovr r a 
countenance on which Montalto gaeed with 
something of the iningled fear and delight 
^f an ancient idolater on the face of bis Di- 
TJnity. 

^It was clear that evil had been done; 
both had received a shock. An impression 
liad been made, mingled of .painful yet not 
unpleasing elements, that took from their 
love all its brilliancy and animation. It was 
perhaps dearer ana deeper, but it was sad^ 
der and more medita^ve. The saint^s day 
INI which the marriage was to be solemniaed 
«1B not yet pome ) and the Doge, to spare 
them both the anxieties of interviews that 
left both obviously less happy, offered Mooi 
talto the command of an expedition about to 
fruise against a pirale squadron from. Tan-' 
gitr. His native, ardour returned. Hie left 
Adriana with a soidier^s brief farewell, kissetl 
eway the (ear of faith and fondness that hung 
on her pahe cheek like the dew-drop on the 
Uy ; flew to his squadron, and returned with 
(he pirate fleet captive into the Laguna, witir 
a rapidity and heroic enterprise that raised 
Uni to the highest point of naval honour. 
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CHAPTER XIX. 



Look on me, maidens ; you are now the rose, 
And I the trampled i»eed ; you are the lute. 
Whereon the idlest wind makes melody ; 
I am a broken instrument, whose strings 
Will never sound again. 

^irs fair in Im 



" MoNTALTO had scarcely surrendered 
his trust to the Grand Council, when he i 
to seek his bride. He found her pale 
worn down ; she had been even in tears, ! 
the look of involuntary and unrestrained 
light with which she welcomed him,sudd€ 
subsided into a melancholy expression t 
struck cold to his soul. He questioned 
on the cause; she assigned some gen< 
reason, and talked of his expedition. . 
the quick eye of fondness, sharpened by 
recollection of past anxieties, was not to 
eluded, and Montalto at length heard fr 
her own lips that some occurrences dui 
his absence had given her peculiar pain. 

*' He laboured to obtain the secret; but 
entreaty could prevail upon her to say mo 
her only answer was tears that coursed e 
otherdown her cheek. His spirit, high i 
haughty, was roused by this apparent ol 
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Mcy, and be rose to leave the apartment ; 
Init the^parting look which fell on him from 
those eye», on which his very spirit lived; 
the sad and utter withering of hope that was 
ifl their slow and fixed gaze ; the quenching 
of those brilliant orbs in sorrows that sprang 
fiom the heart, broke down all his determi- 
nations. He suddenly returned, and with a 
t3heek as pale as her own, and a lip quivering 
iritb bitter and indescribable emotion, strove 
to soothe her. 

>^ Adriana, I know that you are above all 
iemale affectation, all desire to try how far 
ay fondness, my perfect and unalterable- 
esteem will go. But I have almost a right, 
to be told of whatever presses on your gene-^ 
XOOB and gentle spirit. What living being 
las dared to pain, to offend — ^No answer? 
jLre you not assured of my honour? Still 
silent ? Then bear me, Adriana.^ He caught. 
her hand that hung by her side, as if life had 
left it to gather round the heart in that 
iBoment of agony. ' By this pledge of truth 
and love, I swear, not to rest till I shall have 
discovered this fatal secret, let what will 
come.' 

. ^'Adriana gave a sudden shudder, and 
(f ithdrew her hand, to prevent his taking the . 
)atb. He made no attempt to retain it. 
• "The apartment opened to the gardens 
jidahc west; the air from the sea flowed. 
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in with a delicious coolness, and swept the 
raven curls round Montalto^s forebcAd ; the 

fassion of the hour threw a deep glow tnref 
is martial and lofty countenance; and as U 
sank upon his kiicc, and itrith pne hand ia- 
stinctively pressed upon the hilt of his scimi* 
tar, as if to attest his resolution to dare all 
hazards, and the other throwing back tbe 
folds of bis crimson military cloak, and tifted 
to heaven, vowed to perish or pclieve hit 
bride from the oppressions of that fatal se- 
cret. — Adriana, overwhelmed by a host of 
mingled sensations, love and admiration, aih 
guisn and despair, feebly approached lun, 
and strove to kneel by bis side* She gave a 
deep sigh, and fell. 

**' Montalto, in wild anxiety and alanSi 
caught her from the ground, and bore her to 
the window. Twilight was coming on, and 
the sea was falling into shade. A gondok 
that rapidly glided down the canal, stopped 
below the apartment. A loud laugh ivBS 
heard, and a man sprang on board from a 
cluster of shrubs that shaded the casem^t 
^^ The lover felt as if his strength bad at 
once forsaken him ; the slight form df his 
mistress that lay so unmoving in his ahiis, 
seemed to crush him ; fiery jealousy slot 
through his veins ; but when he looked agtfa 
upon that face where life was but just retufti- 
ing, and saw the faint, aweet smile' \]bA 
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aeemed to thank him in unabated and confid- 
ing love, he felt that if innocence was upon 
earthy it was in the bosom of Adriana» 

^ But she was still silent ; her recovery 
vas slow and feeble; her attendants w«re 
summoned, and he saw her borne away, as 
he would hqve seen hope and love d^nrt 
from his exhausted heart for ever. 

^ On that night a letter was sent to bim 
from the palace. It was in the band-writine 
of Adrians, and was found at his side on the 
marble floor, where he appeared to have 
fallen on readiiig it, and to have lain till 
morning. 

** The note was brief, and expressing the 
deepest interest in Montalto^s happiness, re- 
leased him from all engagement, and entreat- 
ed him to ' forget the unhappy Adriana.' 

" Montalto^s illness excite(l the strongest 

Eublic regret. His splendid endowments, 
is military successes, the vigorous decision 
of his character, had made bim already the 
popular hope': be was looked up to by the 
soldiery as the only oflScer capable of com- 
manding them in the fleid, and hy Justinian! 
as the only Venetian who could be matched 
against the martial genius and political dex- 
terity of Slbrza. But of him, as the future 
&usband of Adriaiia, all his hopes had pass- 
led away. A dreariness of soul overhung 
fter ; there was a continual cloud upon her 
you u^ 13 
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mind ; the dazzling loveliness, on which no 
eye gazed but with homage and admiration^ 
had lost lis lustre, and, to her fatber^s thought, 
her smile was more melancholy than even 
her tears. She had declared her intention 
of retiring to a convent; and Justiniani, sick 
of life, and bitterly regretling'lhe hour when 
he had left the quiet of his Dalmatian valley, 
for a troubled and evil world, was restrained 
from abandoning the ducal throne only hj 
the knowledge, that mighty armaments, weli 
preparing by the Genoese and a combination 
of the Island States against his country. 



CHAPTER XX. 



Come to mv heart ; and ere thou telPst thy talc, 
One sigh ofthine shall o'er that heart prevail ; 
Be cruel, heartless, false, one glance ofthine 
Shall like p, chain around my spirit tw4«e. 

Phineas Wdbb. 



" MoNTALTo languished for some weeks in 
a state between life and death. His reco- 
very was slow and feeble : in the intervals 
of suffering, he had adopted a sudden passidn 
for music, and the improvisatore, Vincentio 
was the. frequent and favourite attendant o 
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his couch. The variety of this youth's ac- 
quirements, the vivacity of his anecdote, and 
that nameless, delight communicated by ge- 
mus to genius, made him important to Mon- 
talto's tired mind ; and even in spme degree 
the depositary of iis burdens. 

"He one evening found Montalto in vio- 
lent agitation, and ventured to ask the cause ; 
the Count threw a letter on the tabic. 
There,' said be, > is the explanation of all 
that has made me miserable, that has half 
^ made me mad, — or is ii but a new device of 
woman ?' 

" Vincentio read the letter ; it was anony- 
mous, and stated, that ^ the writer, a. female 
attendant on the Lady ^^riana, had accident- 
ally discovered the cause of breaking off the 
alliance, in a report, that he had been pri- 
vately married to a Ferraresc Jewess, in 
one of his early campaigns ; that a female 
of remarkable beauty had suddenly arrived 
in Venice, and had an interview with Iwr 
Lady, which removed all doubt, and that in 
hier reluctance to upbraid him with an act of 
treachery to herself, and dishonour to her 
family, she had resolved to be silent, and to 
bury (ler disappointment in the sisterhood of 
the Santa Maria Dolorosa, in Sardinia.^ 
" VincenUo smiled as he laid down the pa- 

£er. The Count demanded the reason of 
(s smile. . *The letter is without a name,^ 
was the answer. 
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*^ ^ What then^ has it not the look of truth f 

^W|iy should truth wear the dress ol 
fails^hooaP 

** * But do TOO see no consistency, no na< 
tural train of circumstances^ no plausibilitj 
in the statement f 

*^^ A Tast deal. 1 think it a dexterous and 
daring, and, as the seal of all, I see it a sue* 
cessful contrivance ; doing as much honour 
to the subtle head that invented it, as disho- 
nour to the unprincipled heart that could 
send it forth for the delusion of a noble sod 
unsuspecting love/ 

** ' But the probability of the story ?• 

** * Is it true, my lord f 

^ *' Not one syllable.^ Montalto sank badJE 
cm his couch. 

" * Then it argues only the deeper strata^ 
gem and readier malignity of its inventon* 
And now, my lord, 1 will tell you what 1 
have heard, — what nothing but a sense ol 
devotion to the interests of a master so de- 
serving of the homage, of the duty, of tlM 
life of his servant could have wrung from 
me. The Lady Adriana is ^ 

" Montalto sprang on his feet at the (oaf 
and shot an involuntary glance of searehifii 
fire at the young narrator. He was silent 
The Count strode through the room in fever 
ish agitation* ^ Speak, Sir,^ said he, * if yo 
value my commands, my peace of mind, m; 
honour. Let me hear the worst at onee.* 
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" ' My way of life,' said Vincentio, hesita- 
^g'yi ' brings me sometimes in contact with 
nks of society, of which your lordsliip can* 
kve no knowledge. I have had an early 
ndness for variety of character, and this »• 

be found only among the populace. I 
ve been often amused by their native hu- 
>ur, sometimes startled by their ferocity, 
t have from time to time heard among 
im matters which would be thought high 
:rets, even in the Doge's council. A few 
rhts since, after an evening spent in exhi-* 
ing my powers, such as they are, in the 
lace of the patrician Lerici, I made my 
ly, tired to death of lights and musk:, 
3upes of plumed and jewelled beauty, and 
bles covered with scarlet and stars, to the 
le obscure Casa di Marte, beside the St. 
orge's Canal. The hour was too early 
*lhe usual conflux of its grotesque visitors, 
d I was sitting in a dark corner, when one 

the usual Buffos of the place came in to 
spare for the business of the night. 1 had 
en laughed at his exhibitions, and I invited 
n to take coffee with me. The conversa- 
n turned upon your illness, my Lord, 
lich was then the general topic, and I ex- 
essed the common hope of your recovery. 
» this the Buffo gave his assent, but wiih^ 

air half mystery half jest, which; induced- 
I to inquire further. It suddenly struck 
VOL. ir. .13* 
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me dnt, aocording to oar preclice here, sonu 
attemfll had been made to lake yoa off bj 
poiion. 

^ ^ Againsi this surmise ibe Buffo proiestix 
with an uBwary seriousneas that proved iui 
being masiev of soqie of the spriogs of Um 
aiair. i insisied ; he was abrmed and le 
iMCtaiU. ( at heRg^h obtained f^un him tb< 
confession, that the Lady Adriana i ■ ■« Bo 
yop change colour, my lord,' — Montalu 
made him a sign of nervoos impatience.- 
^ Simply^ she loved another.' 

^ Montako^s face was covered with hit 
h^nd ; he sat upright as a pillar, not a nerv< 
quivered. ^In o»y lord's absence,' addec 
the improvisaiove, ^ a young Dalmatian ha< 
airriyed, probably an early intimate,'and bac 
made his way to the palace ; he had btei 
even seen ia the gardens under the lady'i 
windows.* Montalto shook from head to foo 
wiih bitter recollection. 

^'Vincentio we^t on. *The matter wa 
soon known to the police ; the Sbirri wer 
set to watch him ; the g:irdens were planter 
with spies, gondolas rawed up and dowa lb 
Laguna for weeks together ; but be had b( 
come invisible, in all but bis traces { fret 
foosteps were found night after night undt 
the windows of the left wing of llw palace 
music was heard, — fiay, even voices in dee 
conversation:; yet nothing could he discove 
ed of the actual maker of all this fatol mi 
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chief. Whether he sank idIo the earth, or 
Kad the gift of living at the bottom of the sea, 
no mail could conjecture how he came vt 
bow he escaped. He had vanished.' 

^ Montaito groaned in agony, and flung 
himself down like one whose life was strick- 
en* Vincentio approached to assist him, but 
he repelled all help ; and, lifting his head 
alone from the ground, like a lion dying bv 
the shaft of the hunter, and retaining his 
majesty and his rage while his strength was 
ebbing away, demanded in a voice of thun- 
der, ^ Did Justiniani know those things V 
^ AH,' was the brief answer* 

^^ Montaito drew the scimitar from his side, 
and lifting it up with his feeble hand, seemed 
by the quivering of his bloodless lip, and 
the fierce convulsion of his frame, to be mak- 
ing a vow of vengeance. The Improvisa- 
tore interposed. ^.Let not my lord give way 
too openly to his just indignation. The sto- 
ries of (he rabble are often wild exaggera- 
tbns. The Bufib may have repeated but 
the fictbn of*some Casino, or the scandal of 
some dismissed menial.' Montaito gave a 
smile of haughty incredulity. He slowly 
returned the scimitar into its sheath, and, 
JHat before it was completely in, checked his 
band^ gazed on its glittering blade, and ut- 
tered in a low and gloomy soliloquy : ^ WheQ 
next I see you, you shall be red in Justinia- 
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ni'e heart's blood, or — in mine.' He struck it 
into the sheath with sudden force, and doubly 
exhausted by the effort, again sank down. 

'^ Vincentio soothed him with all the arts 
of entreaty and consolation, and finally ac- 
knowledged that from his strong interest b 
discovering the truth of the tale, he had by 
the united force of ducats. and menaces, led 
the Buffo to confess, that he was deeply ac- 
quainted with the purposes of the young Dal- 
matian. * This evening,' added he, ' I was 
to have had the proof with my own eyes of 
the Lady Adriana's reception of this strang- 
er. The Buffo had been employed to make 
ihe arrangements for continuing those inter- 
views in safety, and I was -to be conveyed 
within sight of those treacherous lovers b^ 
fore the moon rose.' 

" Montalto was himself again ; he started 
from the ground, and sternly commanded 
that no interruption should be attempted. Mf 
a faithless woman has deserted me, let her 
go down the wind. She is not worthy of 
making a man of honour either a slave or a 
criminal.' 'Then all is well again,' observ- 
ed Vincentio, ' and the Doge is safe.' ' No,' 
said Montalto; ' but I scorn to use the menas 
of treachery, and he is yet inaccessible tc 
the revenge of a subject. But the time maj 
come. In my madness 1 thought of stabbing 
him on his throrjer.' 
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^* M ontalto's eye wsis caught by a suddeiv 
movement of his listener, who nad uncon* 
sciously half drawn bis dagger. He check** 
ed Uie weapon ; and Yincentio, recovering 
from his surprise, allowed that he bad been 
sirajing into reveries of Venetian vengeance 
for (he wrongs of the most generous and most 
hrgiving of lords. 

*' The convei'salion was long and painful. 
Montalto, with a helpless confidence unusual 
to bis vigorous and proud nature, gradually 
discloseu to Vincentio the progress of his 
passion, his hopes, and the agonjr that disap^ 
^ointment and insults were twining roumfbis 
leart. Vincentio, with the quick vindictive- 
less of the Italian, urged him to abandon his 
banhless allegiance to the Doge, to seize the 
lucal throne, which the popular favour had 
rb^e^dj marked out for him, and which his 
^pops would render secure, and then to pun- 
sh the accomplices in the insult t6 bis oon« 
mr and feelings. 

^ But to inflame Montalto to this height he 
ound impossible, and he was forced to con- 
eftt bitnself with a compromise that the Count 
>boutd accompany him in the gondpla, and 
^tisfy his own ejres of the presence of the 
Dalmatian. 

** The moon was touching the trees of Fri- 
ill wirh her first light, w^en the Count's gon- 
lob fell slowly and silenily down the Grand 
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Canal. Here V incentio came on board, an( 
directed the rowers to pass through a narroii 
vaulted entrance under one of the superb pal 
aces on its banks. The gondola was lost ir 
darkness for awhile, till a lamp glimmered 
from what seemed a shrine; here it was left, 
with orders to wait the Count's return* 

" Vincentio lighted his lamp, and glided oi), 
frequently slopping to listen, as sounds of 
laughter and music, with the tread of many 
feet, followed by lonely hurried steps above 
their heads, were heard from time to time. 
' We are now,' said he, ' under the Senator 
Varini's palace : he gives a ball to-night*^ 
A shadowy figure passed in tbe^distmce* 
Vincentio gave a signal*; it was answeted* 
' There,' said he, ^ is oijir man ; the Buffo is 
one of the spies of the> police ; be has been 
on duty here, catching the whispers of a me* 
nial, who communicates to bim regularly 
every proceeding of the night, every tmntf 
every word, nay, almost every look, fcr the 
benefit of my Lords the Inquisitors to*iD(H> 
row.' 

'' The Bufib left his post, and followed. 
Farther on they heard sounds as of a vioiiai 
struggle above, the fall of something betty^ 
and in another moment screams and groans 
that made the Count shudder and iitop. 
Vincentio raised his lamp, and demanded qI 
the Buffo the cause of those frightful clan>* 
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ours. As the light fell on his countenance'^ 
MontaUo thought that thei features were fa- 
miliar to him ; l>ut their expression was a 
wild and repulsive mixture of ferocity and 
grim ridicule* 'Nothing but a murder, I 
suppose,* said the Bufib« Montalto was start- 
led ; and his companion pressed his finger to 
his lip. ' Well) if I am not to answer, why 
do you ask me questions?' said the -Buffo, 
witn a sneer ; * To die, is but to die. Wc are 
now* under— let me see,' and he took out a 
kind of chart of those subterranean passages, 
*ay, weare now under the Marchese Mala- 
testa's palace ; she has married four husbands 
already ; and, if I am not much jnistaken, by 
to-morrow she will be ready for a fifth.^ — 
*Can'she have murdered her husband V burst 
out Montalto, in a tone of undisguised horror. 
'Why, perhaps, not with her own hand,' said 
the ruffian. With a laugh ; ' though such things 
have been before now. But this evening To- 
maso, Bartolomeo, and Giovanni were under 
orders; and as the Signora is engaged to 
open the ball at the Grand Fiscal's house, and 
she would not keep the noble company wait- 
ing, it is likely enough that she has expedited 
the matter. — But here is our door.' 

"The Buffo opened an iron wicket, which 
led into the depth of the wall, and in a few 
steps Montalto found himself, to his unequal- 
led ifeurprise, in » grotto, where he had often 
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sat with Adriana, enjoying the evetfing al 
and the rising of the moon over the magnk 
cent bosom of the Adriatic. 

The evening breeze now breathed ; tfa 
moon was covering with a sheet of liquid si 
ver the waters ihat hy snKX>tb as a mirror 
the mingled sounds of the great city fell lik< 
lUQsic on the ear in that spot of solitary love 
)ine69. Before him shone in the moonligbl 
among a cluster of roses, an exquisite sta(u< 
of Venus, which he had brought as one of lb< 
trophies of his first Ferri^rcse expedition, and 
wbifrfa he had dedicated to Adriana. With- 
in view was the casement of her chamber; 
it was shaded hy a profusion of fragrant 
shrubs, luxuriant and blooming with tbfi 
fresh beauty of spring ; but a lamp burning 
within, as at the shrine of an idol, lighted up 
the richly coloured panes, and threw a long 
line of radiance on the ground. 

^ Montaho felt his revenge die away as be 
gazed on a scene so full of unspeakable re* 
membrances. He drew his cap upon bit 
brows, and felt all the bitter sweet of tboM 
thoughts that make up so much of love. Bit 
at that moment, the Buffo making signs t( 
/bim to approach, Vincentio led the Count h; 
ibe arm to a spot from which the apartlner 
might be fully seen. 

^Adriana was in her chamber i hh^ ha 
Wen readinj; a letter, whi^ she often lai 
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down to wipe away a tear. The sound of a 
guitar among the trees caught her ear; she 
slowly ^rose, and kissing the letter once 
more^ folded it, and put it in her bosom. As 
she stood up, the light of the lamp fell on her 
forehead, and threw round it a white splen- 
dour like the halo round the brow of an an- 
gel. 

" Montalto had never seen her look so love- 
iv ; the paleness of her cheek suddenly suf- 
jiused by emotion with a tinge of rose ; the 
dark tresses, braided under an antique dia- 
dem; the large and noble eye, no longer 
sparkling, but filled with a ricii melancholy 
as she stood listening to the prelude of the 
guitar, overwhelmed him with a sense of sub- 
lime and unearthly beauty. 

"Even his conipanions were struck with 
admiration. ^ She looks like the Madonna,' 
whispered the conducting ruffian. * She is 
the fitter to die !^ returned Vincentio ; then 
in a low and shuddering tone murmured, ^ It 
must be done.' They glanced round at Mon- 
talto ; he was still standing on the same spot, 
fixed as by a spell. Vincentio seized his 
passive and icy hand, and forced him for- 
wards. 

. " Adriana now left the chaniber, and pas- 
sed into the grotto by which they had enter- 
ed. A figure stole from the cluster of roses, 
and knelt at her feet. Montalto felt his brain 
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grow dizzy, a darkness came upon his eye! 
— Vincentio was suddenly at bis side. He 
muttered, ' Now ! strike the traitress^ and be 
revenged P forcing, as he spoke, a stiletto 
into the Count's grasp. Montalto dropped it 
in horror on the ground. The noise aroused 
Adriana ; she shrieked ; the youth sprang 
from his knee, and fled ; and at the same iih 
slant Montalto felt himself stabbed behind. 
He instinctively caught up the stiletto thtit 
sparkled at his feet, and struck a desperate, 
random blow at his assassin. The stiletto 
was plunged up to the hilt; and the wound- 
ed man, with a heave and a groan, dropped, 
writhing round Montalto^s knees. 

<^ The tumult had alarmed the palace ; and 
a crowd of oflScers and domestics, with 
torches, rushed confusedly through the gar- 
den. In the grotto they found Montalto 
bleeding, withAdriana in his arms; and Vin- 
centio dying before them. 

"The Doge alone was absent. He was 
engaged in high council* A conspiracy hni 
been defected, which 'was to have broken 
out at midnight; the firing of the arsenaf 
was a part of \he design, and the Maze was 
to have- been a signal for the embarkation cf 
an army, already brought down by a forced 
march to the opposite shore* 

" But Adriana's danger overpowered all 
public cares^ and be hastened to the garden. 
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Vincentio raised his dying eyes on his ap- 
proach, and desired the lorgiveness of alU 
^ This night,' said he, ' was to have been a 
memorable one for Venice, and I he enemies 
of Venice. The son of Mancini was to have 
washed out in blood the injuries of his father V 
. *^ The Doge gazed on him wiih a look of 
strong inqujry. ^ In these dying features,' 
said Vincentio, ' there may be now no resem- 
blance. But I have stronger proof, that I 
waslbe son of that bold, noble, undone, lord 
of your proud Venice.' 

** The crowd drew back, and stared at 
each- other. ' My story,' added he, ' is one 
of few thiAgs and few words. 1 was a rcbel- 
Ijpttft son, and 1 abandoned my father; I was 
a Tebellious citizen, and I conspired against 
my country; — allured by the promises of 
Sk>rza and the Genoese, 1 drew the noble 
MaDcini intQ my views ; another day, and 
the array which I then commanded would 
have been within your walls, and Mancini 
your monarch. Tne Count Montalto snatch* 
ed the victory from my very grasp, and gave 
my father over to popular vengeance. I 
swore bis destruction. I left the army at 
Milan. I came to Venice ; I made my way 
among yuur populace ; I prepared an insur- 
rection that was to have broken out this 
night. But my first business was to smite 
the man who had laid my father's crown in 
the dust. 
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" He loved ; 1 wrought him by a trail 
trivial circumstances to suspect ibeconsla 
of the lovely being to whom his soul 
bound. 

" I urged him to the murder of the Dc 
hut his generous nature shrank from 
thought. Determined to make him drink 
blackest draught of vengeance, J urged 
even to the death of his mistress. But 
me not die without your forgiveness, 
I^ord Montalto, to that crime you could 
be tempted;. 

" ' She was innocent ; the tale that 
separated you was of my invtention; 
youth that but nbw knelt at her feet wai 
aget)t of mine^ whom she met in the hop 
receiving tidines of you. All has been 
sion on my siU^^^al} has been honour, tr 
and fidelity, bn'y^Hirs, and that of the 1 
of your lavc-.'^^'Jiis eyes closed, and 
sank into a erteneeunhroken by the circl 

"'Was it your hand that treachero 
struck met' at length said Montalto. 
never ^trucfc man but in his front,' was 
answer. The villain who stabbed you I 
behind is gone. I heard him plunge 
the can^^l. 1 had reserved you for a lo 
vengeance. This night, wn^ti your fl 
should have been blazing round you, — y^ 
your palaces should have been falling be 
our cnnnon. — when vour citizens should I 
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been driven to slaughter like ^heep before 
wolves, — I had determined to siDgle out the 
author of Mancini's fail, and on the very 
spot dyed with my gallant father's blood, to 
have made libation of yours or my own.' 
He stopped, turned on his face, and died 
without a groan. 

^ There was now no further room for doubt or 
sorrow. Montalto's wound was rapidly heal- 
ed, for happiness alone makes no mistakes in 
science. The letter over which Adriana had 
wept was one which told of Monialto's en- 
during passion. She awoke to a new life of 
joy; and Justiniani, in his old age, full ot 
fame and honours, saw his children's cbil*- 
dren." 



CHAPTER XXI. 



Therefore, before I speak, arm well your miud, 
And think you're to be touched even to the quick| 
That 80 prepared for ill, you may be less 
Surprised to hear the worst. 

Shakspeare. 

t 

Vauohan departed for England with sotfer 
tbiog like renewed hope. All that he had 
supposed might Bot have happened. His 
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own experience of human nature presented a 
melancholy evidence of its probability, but 
yet he rejected the conclusion, and Cathe- 
rine's name was again pronounced with its 
former tenderness. 

As every day shortened the period of his 
painful suspense, his agitation continued to 
increase. Dr Johnson says, " We are never 
so impatient of delay, as when we know that 
delay cannot be long,'' and sensibly did 
Vaughan feel the truth of this remark, at 
the close of each day's journey. 

The face of the country through which he 
travelled already bore striking evidence oi 
the tyrant's overthrow. The labours of the 
husbandman were renewed ; the sounds o 
desolation had given place to the busy hun 
of industry ; the cottage was no longer unte 
nanted ; the deafening drum, the shrill trum 
pet, were exchanged for the cheerful tonci 
of the native guitar ; the cicar air was n( 
longer darkened with columns of smoke 
the bright green of the syminer-landscap 
was no longer disfigured by ghastly rem 
nants of battle. Some hearts yet heavei 
with the memory of- recent loss ; some hui 
ried graves remained, to point^out those ha 
lowed spots which had bees the scene ( 
such mournful devastation, and even thos 
the hand of piety had decorated with flowei 
jsmj laurels, thus giving to their sad memc 



HUSBAND HUNTING. 163 

•ials a covering of bloom and beauty, which 
night almost have banished from the mind 
>f the stranger the images of death and suf- 
fering. 

On his arrival at Lisbon, all around him* 
appeared to tell the same tale of returning 
prosperity. It was a season of general re- 
joicing. He remembered his remark on 
landing, that this was a country which want- 
ed but peace to make it a terrestrial para- 
dise, yet he prepared to Quit it now in all its 
luxuriance, without one lingering feeling of 
regret. The friends of his childhood await- 
ed him on another shore ; the hopes of his 
youth, the dreams of his ambition, all pointed 
towards England ; and it was with a oeating 
heart that he set his foot in the proud vessel, 
whose sails were swelling for England. 

The passage was unusually tedious; the 
winds and waves had no sympathy. with his 
impetuous feelings. In vain he paced the 
<leck with fretful and impatient steps. No 
kindly breeze fanned his feverish cheek. 
He urged the sailor^ with a multiplicity of 
tiseless questions, and often fancied that he 
could descry the outline of the English shores, 
when other eyes could see nothing but the 
expanse of waters. 

But the anxious and weary hours were 
exhausted at last, and with a burst of instinc- 
tive joy he leaped on shore. At Falmouth, 
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where they landed, he stopped awhile to 
cotlect his thoughts. His first idea was to 
write to Catherine; but this project was 
abandoned almost as soon as formed. A 
day's further delay could be now of no male- 
rial consequence ; and the surprise and a{^- 
tation of this unexpected meeting might pos- 
sibly be. the very best method of ascertainiog 
the true state of her feelings* 

Towards his uncle and mother, no such 
motive could exist, and to them he prepared 
to write. Even then he felt something of 
the painful doubt that absence so oitea 
brings. It was long since he had heard from 
them. Unhappy casuahies might have occur- 
red even in the weary days of his passage, 
and his nervous fancy began to figure some 
sudden and fearful shock awaiting him o» 
his arrival. As these reflections chased each 
other ia rapid succession, he thought that he 
heard a voice familiar to him in the court- 
yard bekiw. He started up, then smiling at 
iiis own impulse, '" Psha," he exclaimed, "I 
forget that I am in England, and the voice of 
every clown now appears familiar to meJ' 
But the next instant, the dccrepid yet busy 
form of old Peter, his uncle's domestic, met 
his eye, immediately under the window. 
*' But, what calamity may not have brought 
him here? Is the household broken up?'' 
thought y aughan. He threw up the wiadofr. 
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L^nd called the old valet. His surprise would 
hav'e made a subject for the pencil. The 
old man turned suddenly round, let the stick 
drop Irom his hand, and remained with open 
mouthy and vacant gaze, rivetted to the spot 
where he stood. " So you don't know me," 
said Vaughan : " Did you think I was no 
longer in the hnd of the livins:, my old 
friend ? how goes on all at home ?" 

Peter recovered his recollection and speech 
together, ^^h is himself, sure enough : oh, 
that your honour had but come a few days 
sooner, or not at all. You have chosen an 
evil hour. Alas, the daj' P' 

"What can have brought me home?" ex- 
claimed Vaughan ; '^ what should bring me, 
but peace, and the hope of a welcome home. 
Come, find your way to me here. Let me 
know all that you can tell mc.^' 

Peter at length made his appearance at 
the door, which he continued to hold in his 
handy as if even then loth to advance any 
further, his eyes bent on the ground, sighing^ 
bitterly; a few tears even found their way. 
^ Come, Sir," said Vaughan, struggling against 
his fears, '^ out with the worst at once. I 
am prepared for any thing."— " Alas, the 
day," ejaculated Peter, " that my master 
had but lived to see this day." — '*Dead!" 
cried Vaughan ; " dead ! There passed away 
a spirit not understood by the world. He 
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had a heart, generous and forgiving. He m^ 
kinder to me than 1 deserved." — ^^ Less,— a 
hundred times less," exclaimed Peter aogri- 
ly, ^ I thought — but it is a strange world, 
Mr. Francis. But there may be treachery 
and deceit at the bottom of the will."— ^ I 
can easily guess what you have' noi the cou- 
rage to tell me, Peter," said Vaughan; ^mj 
cousin, 1 conclude, inherits all."— "Every 
shilling, sir!" cried Peter, wratbfully; ^and 
never came an estate into the power of one 
that will misuse it more ; and how it came 
about at this moment I am at a loss to telL 
Why, it is not six months since that my mtsr 
ter made a will in your honour's favor; sod 
then, when he lay on his death*bed, down 
comes this artful nephew, and turns everf 
thing his own way. That will was maoe 
on the very day after the news reached us 
of the great battle of Yittoria. When your 
bonoiir got promotion — when the Gasette 
came in that night, my master made me resd 
every syllable of it— ^aid that you were a 
credit to the name of Vaughan, and should 
have wherewith to support it when^ he was 
gone* Next roxu'oing he sent for a lawyer, 
and made his will in my presence — locked 
it up, and bade me remember where he 
had placed it. When I saw plunder and 
treachery going on, almost before the hearse 
had left the door, I secured this will^ and 



procJuced it too. But Mr. Philip Courtney 
laughed roe in my face^ said ) kneir nothing 
of law, and (hat the first will went for no- 
thing. But my mind misgave me, he was so 
anxious to get hold of ic ; and l swore by 
my master's death-bed, that it shouJd nerer 
pass from my hands into any but your ho- 
nour's. I have borne it about me to this 
•day; and here it Ip." 

^ Your zeal and fidelity shall not go unre- 
warded," said Yaughan ; ** but you must net 
be sanguine in your hopes for me. If I 
have been played false — i shall assert my 
rights. " But are you stiH living at the hall?^ 
— " No, sir," said Peter, with a heavy sigh ; 
*^ I bad hoped to have died in il; but young: 
Mr. Courtney was not one to uhom grey 
hairs and long service are any recommenda*- 
tion. Thank heaven, 1 am not left to starve 
in my old age ; my worthy master took care 
of (hat. I am now on my way to London to 
spend the remainder of my days with a wi- 
dowed sister." 

** And does my cousin mean to reside in 
the old mansion-house?" said Vaughan* 

" Yes," said Peter, with fresh indignation ; 
" there is a new housekeeper come down al- 
ready; a fine town lady, all drest out in 
flounces and laces that put old Sarah quite 
ont of the world ; and a new butler or stew- 
ard, one that seems to know how to act the 
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gentleman as well as 'his master; an 

Eowdered puppies, that seem to kno 
ow to lounge about all day, and [ 
cards half the night." 

^ But the house is so unlike all Coui 
ideas of modern elegance,'' said Ya 
rather musing aloud than addressir 
£aithful domestic. ^'Ay, he'll soon 
that,'' cried Peter ; " why, there hav< 
a crowd of upholsterers and carpent 
work ever since the day of the funeral, 
old furniture, that my old master val 
much, my new one says is good for n 
but fire-wood. The picture of the ol< 
tleman's father, the admiral, that ha^ 
up in the front drawing-room time 
mind, was thrown into a cart, to b 
along with the rest. The curiosity-r( 
to be pulled entirely down, to make w 
an entrance-hall or greenhouse, or som 
of the kind. The two parlours are 
thrown into a ball-room; and his very 
is to be all new furnished as a dressing 
for young Mrs. Courtney that is to be. 

"Going to be married loo,'' cried 
ghan, with a pang ; " to whom ?" 

" Nay," said the old narrator, with i 
pressive shake of the head ; " the lad 
could make such a choice has not 
chance of happiness ; poor as i am, I 
not let a child of mine change place 
his bride.'' 
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A horn sounded below ; the London coach 
was driving into the yard. Peter rose. " I 
must be gone, Sir^J' '^ Not without some re- 
membrance, my old friend," said Vaughan, 
putting a purse into his hand. Peter bowed 
profoundly as he retreated towards the door, 
and alternately muttering benedictions and 
poising the purse in his hand, took his slow 
way down stairs. 



CPIAPTER XXII. 



When we two parted, 

In silence and tears. 
Half-broken hcaited 

To sever for years ; 
Pale ftrew thy cheek and cold, 

Colder thy kiss ; 
Surely that hour foretold 

Sorrow to this. Lord Byron, 



Notwithstanding- the fortitude with which 

Vaughan had disguised his feelings from the 

messenger of such unwelcome news, he was 

not such a hero, or to speak more properly, 

such a stoic, as to contemplate his loss with 

absolute indifference. 

The evidence which he held in his hand 
VOL. ir. 15 
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of his unclc^s previous intentions; and tbr 
account of the immediate cons€^quences of 
bis cousin's arrival, admired of but one in* 
terpretation. Courtney stood before bhn iir 
his native hue, and his heartless baseness 
presented a sickening and rtivolting pictufe 
of human nature. If it be true that earljr 
life is more susceptible of happiness thdii » 
more advanced period, it is equally tnietbai 
all the painful emotions are with it propor- 
tionably keen. To the aged, an act of wt- 
kindness or treachery is no longer new, and 
all sensibility is deadened by frequency of 
trial. There are iodividunls, around wnoee 
life a miserable fatality appears to clingr- 
whom disappointment awaits at every turn,— 
whon^ even in the morning of life, the sick- 
ness of hope deferred wraps like a cIoikL 
Vaughan beg»n to fear that he was one of 
those. There had been times, still fresh ifi 
his recollection, when hope had animated 
every thing round hin), but they had been 
"beautiful and brief,'^ meteors that shed 
their brilliant but uncertain light across i 
waste. 

Might not Catherine'*s coldness and k>og 
silence be traced to this one fatality? Soli- 
tirtk is the natural diet of melancholy. Vafl- 
ghdn felt its danger, and resolved to shorten 
the period as much as possible* " If Catb^ 
rine still dispi:)y but tlie independent ^liri^ 
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wfitcTi flowed in her early professions, tli« 
|o96 I kkise now sustBined will »f)pe^r coin- 
fparatirely trivJAl, — and my confidence wiH 
rest upon a basis which henceforth nothing 
can shake. Bol two days^ journey separates 
0»e from the ol^ect of all my solicitudes. Aiy 
last stake will be cast ; 1 shall then lu\ve no- 
thmg further to learn, — perhaps nothing fuiv 
Iher to hope; but suspense will agonize me 
BO longer*" 

It was loo late when he reached London 
to intrude on General GrevHIe^s house. The 
night, «pite of bis fatigue, appeared incalcu- 
lably long, and the morning seemed as if it 
would never break through the dark and 
iurid miats of a November sky. 

It was but a quarter of an bourns walk from 
the hotel ta tbe GeneraPs mansion, and when 
he reached the door, he felt that the dis- 
mnce had not given him lime to collect hi3 
tibovgbts. He kRi>cked with a palpitating 
beart,-^and when the door of the lofty b^li 
was opene<I, be stood tike one afrai<l topro- 
noonce the name that hovered on his lip^. To 
inquire forGeneral Greville, who had possibly 
liever heard his name, or wor.*e, to whom it 
nigbt be no welcome sound, would have 
been doubly embarrassing ; and he had at 
length gained courage to ask if Miss Groville 
were at home ? "At home and alone, Sir,'* 
was the answer; "but far from well, Sir.'' 
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"Ill !" cried Vaughan, in alarm. " No 
fined to her room, Sir ; but I do not 
that Miss Greville will see any one lo 
" Sfce must see me," said Vaughan, 

tiouslj ; " I am . Come, Sir 

may venture to admit me against all 
bition. 1 shall announce myself." Va 
burst impetuously forwards ; and the ; 
domestic, retreating in surprise, per 
him to pass without further opposition. 
The apartment into which he was 
was magnificent; but it gave an impi 
of unhappiness in its owner. Specim 
unsettled and varying occupations wer 
iered over the or-molu table, — drawir 
finished, as if abandoned in wearim 
book turned upon its face, as if unable 
ford the solace which had been sough 

{>ages,^-and the commencement of ai 
etter, which the writer had apparently 
ed resolution to complete, — all met hi 
in the rapid' glance which he cast o\ 
apartment. A Virginia nightingale, wh 
had given her the day before they ] 
seemed the only object which bad ei 
attention ; its superb cage was ornar 
with fresh roses. T'he door was ope 
kindness had evidently so conquered 
midity of its nature, that it hopped fea 
upon his hand, and seemed unwilling 
its station. " Poor bird, perhaps you : 
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.ibat remains to me of old recollections P 
.were the first words that broke from Vau- 
gban^s overpowered spirit. 

He heard his name pronounced in the next 
/room ; he was unable any longer to restrain 
his feelings, and flinging open the dopr, saw 
•Catherine. 

"But wltat a countenance met his gaze ! 50 
tad, so care-worn, so unlike that bloom of 

ioung beauty indelibly impressed upon his 
eart. He bad seen her in sadness l)crore ; 
Jie bad left her helpless and dependent ; but 
(be spirit which unkindness could not sub- 

. due, — the affection which broke through all 
restraint^ and survived in darkness and storm^ 
•had then lighted up her eye, and flushed her 
cheek, and given brilliancy and vividness to 

- «v«ry feature. But never had he read such 
a tale of suffering as that sunk eye and w^n 
cheek now discovered to him^ 

♦ Can I hope for pardon ? I who dared to 
doubt you, but in thought," cried Vaughan, 
rushing forwards. *' My Catherine, that pale 

. .cheek iells more than words." 

V Catherine pronounced his name in an s^c- 

.icent of thrilling tenderness, which couU not 
be inisiaken ; but, overu^helmed by $urj>rise 

. ^nd agitatbn, she woukl have sunk at bis 

.iieeL, bad not his arm giv'en her aid, — ^her 
bead resting on his arm, her eyes closed, 
even her lip colourless, and her heart be^t- 

VOL. H. 15* 
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ing so feebly as scarcely to give symptoms 
of life ; Vaughan hung over her in terror. 
" I have killed her ; I have tried her too far: 
look up, my Catherine. But speak ; this 
chilling, this death-like silence will break m; 
heart." 

"Oh, Francis!" sighed she, turning upon 
him a gaze of mingled despair and fondness, 
" loved but too well, and restored but too 
late." 

" I may have been loved too well," said 
Vaughan dejectedly, his heart sinking with 
vague apprehension, almost less from the 
words which fell from her lips than from the 
hollow and sepulchral tone in which they 
were uttered. " Loved beyond my deserts 
1 may have been ; but not returned too late, 
if your affections are still mine. I am re- 
turned, as you once hoped to find me, con- 
stant to my early -love, and not altogether 
unhonoured. 1 have won, and am free to 
seek you ; Heaven permits our union, and 
man has no power to part us." 

" But man has the power, and will exert 
it," cried Catherine, wildly ; " there is a bar- 
rier more fearful than a heart like yours can 
be led to imagine. The ocean has had no 
power to sever us ; but there is a gulf which 
you cannot pass, and I, I myself have pro 
nouhced the decree." She wept a flood o 
tears. 



/• 
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" And is this my welcome home ?" cried 
Vaughan ; " I am beset by evil on all sides ; 
1 have been calumniated and betrayed, — but 
on one I rested my sole remaining hope; he 
who is in his grave cannot now rise from it 
to repair the injustice which he has done to 
me, — but you might have atoned for it. I 
thought that there was one who had still the 
heart to make England what I once hoped to 
jBnd it — a home." 

" It is no home for either of us," returned 
Catherine weeping, " my only home can be 
the grave. Look not on me thus, 1 may not 
meet that look as I should once have met it. 
I may not listen to your language. I may 
not answer you, as 1 should once have an- 
swered. Leave me, Vaughan, leave me ; 
your right over me has passed away." 

" And who has acquired my right," said 
Vaughan, proudly. " Was not your image 
beside me in the delirium of fever ? did not 
your remembrance stimulate every action of 
my life ? did I not tear myself from you and 
England to earn a name and income worthy 
of your acceptance ? An income which, how- 
over small for ambition, is enough for love ; 
.and a name which I am now returned to de- 
fend, and which the breath of calumny shall 
never" injure more." 

" He is coming, he is coming !" cried Ca- 
therine, casting a bewildered glance around, 
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^os if she heard ftoine intruder, whom.TCt^ 
feared to name, ^^ be is coming!'^ ^ xSo € 
is coming whom you can dread,^^ said Ti 
ghan, tenderly aitemptlng to soothe the aj 
ny whi^ -seemed to alter every foatur 
^^ nor fathei^iiior friend shall oppose the claii 
which your own generous heart ackno 
ledges.'' *^ He is coming, he is coming 
she repeated^ in yet more terrified accen 
with her eyes still glancing at the door. **J 
can, he will separate us; he must not fii 
you here. Ydur mutual recognition won 
Kill me. Guess, but do not impose on c 
the task of telling my own bitter tale. Lea 
me, Francis, to the dark late, themisemb 
unspeakable, lot which I have chosen ; ai 
mrhkh J deserve to meet, since I cook} brii 
myself to choose ii." ** There is somefi^ 
ful mystery in your words," exclaimed Va 
ghan, ^^ which must be explained. I cki 
your promise — 1 claim my bride.'* 

^He is come,'^ she almost screamed, 
the door opened, and the object of her nasi 
less terror appeared to Vaughan's astooisb 
view in the person of Ccwrlney. 

" Vaughan ! you here?" exclaimed] 
starting hack, as if lie had seen a sperl 
But suddenly recovering his presence 
mind, he advanced with a fixed eye ; and 
a low delil^erate voice said, ** Mr. Vangh 
^ atn surprised to find you uader this re 
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But you are perhaps not aware of this lady's 
circumstances. And for you, madam," dart- 
ing a fierce glance at the trembling Catherine, 
^*it is. improper, situated as you are, to admit 
of such interviews." " Stand off", Courtney," 
exclaimed Vaughan, flaming with indigna- 
tion, " She is mine by everj' bond. Come 
not one step nearer, if you would not have 
me forget the relationship between us." 
"Question her^'^^ said Philip, as he stood with 
folded arms and gloomj'^ brow, but yet a 
gleam of triumph playing across his dark 
countenance, " if you wish to hear her with 
her own lips renounce you for ever," 

*f Look up, my love," said Vaughan, ten- 
derly, .'' Why do you tremble ? Disprove by 
one word so base a charge. Have I not sworn 
to you, that neither father nor friend shall 
oppose those claims which your own noble 
heart acknowledged ?" " Neither father nor 
friend," cried Courtney with a sneer, " but 
perhaps a husband may ; your right, sir, 
over that lady ceased from the hour she 
j^omised to become my wife. This, I pre- 
sume, will suffice, with a man of honour." 
"False," cried Vaughan, rendered furious 
by the bare intimation, " it is, it must be 
false* A word, Catherine, one word, to put 
that slanderer to shame — speak and fear 
not." " The truth," murmured Catherine, in 
a voice so low and broken as to be almost 
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^unintelligrble j but Vaugban caught the tm 
sounds— he looked despairingly in ber-fii 
^* Catherine, this moment decides all-^ 
heart is bursting. I am bewildered, b 
the world deceit and treachery ?*' 

^^ You are right, Francis,^ she BiimiiQi 
making a convulsive efibrt for <liscloii 
•^ for you trusted me/' 

The hand which but a moment btfi 
Vaughan had raised to his lips, with s4l i 
devotion of a confiding spirit, he dropped 
sudden despair. 

^^ Are you satisfied f" said Courtney, w 
a sardonic smile* 

^ I «m satisfied, sir,^ answered Vau(;lK 
in deep hut dignified indignation. ^*I i 
8atisfi«>ci ^at truth exists not in the work) 
am satisfied that you are formed for ea 
other. May neither of you ever croae < 
path again.^ 

"Oh- stop, Francis !•* cried Calfberine, if 
voice of piercing anguish, ^one noo»f] 
Hear but my defence.'' .He paused; ) 
she was silent, overcome by emotion. 1 
turned awav. " You need make none, li 
'GrevilJp. To betray me, a#>d for him, I 
biiteresi enc^my! 1 here warvied bvl'this 
complete the mortal injuries which J In 
received at his hands." He turned will 
fiery eye upon Courtney. ** You, sir, i 
/rauded me of my inhei'itaoce^ you hi 
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r robbed me of a beart which I once valu- 
gi^re than life. Beware V^ 
le turned wildly toward»^the door. Ca* 
rine lifted up her hands and eyes to 
vcn in ftupplication. H^ gave her a 
rtn|; look*. On Courtney, who shrank at 
iq[4M^>acb, hjs g]ance shot wrath inextin- 
koabie*. ^ From: you, sir, I expected no* 
g less than fraud and falsehood; but 

A. her ! she has madie me sick of hu- 

¥ nnture. Farewell, mad^smn, for ever!'' 
laying, be rushed down< the stairs with> 
impetuosity of a maniac,, and was gone*. 



CHAPTER XXIIL 



<*- For lam in so far in guilt,. 
That sin will pluclL on sin.* 

Shaktpeare. 



OK 5K5rae lime after Vaughan's departure^ 
berine stood gnziing at tne door with the 
ionless attitude of one overwhelflned by 
^incurable grief. Courtney advanced,, 
attempted to taRe her hand, but she drew 
ick with an air of disdain which stagger- 
!>itB. ^Leave me,^^ she exclaimed,, in 6i« 
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stern and lofty lone — "leave me to the d 
solation which 3'ou have brought upon me, 
you would not see me driven to frenzy b 
fore your eyes." 

Courtney beheld her anguish with an ui 
altered countenance ; and emboldened b 
previous success, stood as if waiting till tb 
storm should blow over. . " I have no « 
source, then, but in my own chamber,' 
cried Catherine, slowly and haughtily pass 
ing by him ; " which 1 will not quit, tillyoi 
have left the house, I will admit no introdei 
on this the darkest day of my existence." 

Courtney dared make no eflfort to detait 
her. " 1 will tame that fiery spirit of hert,' 
said he, breathing more freely when b 
found himself alone. " Mine she shall be 
in spite of this unlucky meeting. Women's 
purposes are feeble. Experience has showc 
me this. There was a time when she woulc 
not hear me speak. She repelled me mil 
true female scorn. Others might have givci 
up the affair, yet here we are on the brini 
of marriage. Her fortune is worth the trou 
ble ; for without it I am ruined." 

There was one thought which occasioae 
some temporary anxiety. He wished t 
have ascertained what degree of explanati( 
had taken place between Catherine ai 
Vaughan ; but still flattered himself, as w 
the case, that he had interrupted them 
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time to prevent Yaughan^s vindication of 
himself. If so, all might yet go on well, as 
he trusted to Catherine^ delicacy, and 
y aughan's indignation, to prevent all future 
communication. But one train of ideas had 
scarcely been laid at rest, when they were 
succeeded by others of a more startling 
nature. Yaughan had intimated some know- 
ledge' of the injustice which bad been done 
him. '^ Defrauded of bis inheritance !" 
Could his agent in this <lark transaction have 
betrayed him ? He could not shut his eyes 
to the danger of his situation. 

Courtney returned home ; the family were 
all dispersed on various engagements. There 
was no witness of his agitation. As he 
walked hastily up and down the room, his 
lip quivered, faree drops stood upon his fore- 
head, and his cheek became of a frightful 
and death-like paleness. He felt that his 
character and fortunes alike hung upon a sin- 
gle thread, that a sword was suspended over 
his head. 

He was interrupted by the entrance of 
Benson, whose treachery was then upper* 
most in his thoughts, and whom he had kept 
in peculiar attendance ever since the event- 
ful day of his uncle's death, with the view 
of keeping an eye upon his conduct. Benson 
entered with an air of almost insolent free- 
dom, and sneeringly put a paper into his 

VOL. 11. 16 
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Blaster's bands. ^What do you mean bj 
Ibis ?'' said Courtney^ haughtily* ^ I am not 
to be interrupted.^' 

^ It is a trifling bill, sir, over wbich you 
win perhaps cast your eyes,'' answered Ben- 
son, without retreating a step. ^ A bilt," 
said Courtney, glancing over it. ^^ Yes, so I 
perceive, and to no triiing amount ; bot 
what have I to do with tt^, is it not a debt of 
your own ?'' ^ 1 beg your pardon,'' answered 
»enson, adhering to his point, ^ it is a cod^ 
cem of your's, as I have not the means of 
discharging it at present. I will thank jott 
to give me a cheque for the money." 

^ Scoundrel !" cried Courtney, rendered 
forious by the application^ and yet more by 
the manner in which it was wade. 

^ You will perhaps do well to consider it, 
sir,^' i^aid the man, with the same imperturb- 
able air. *^ I have lived on promises for 
some time, but begin to find the necessity of 
a more substantial recompence. I cannot 
find that I am much the better for having 
consented to play the rogue, and begin to 
think tbat it might bo as weli to (uro honest 
for the future," 

" Oh, quite as well," said Courtney, with 
a sallow $mile, ^^ if you think that with that 
front of your's, and such a report as 1 may 
give of you, you will find many to believe in 
its possibility. Let me tell you, sir," bh 
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voice treci^bied with sudden rage, ^ that once 
thnmn on the world again, jou may neC 
find it so easy to obtain another shelter.^' ; 

*'*' And let me tell you, si?," tatd Benson, in 
the same easy and assured acceni as before^. 
^^ that if you refuse my request, beggary-»f«- 
ruin-^a prison, stare me in the face* And 
desperate circumstances sometimes*-^suggeiit 
desperate means of relief." 

" Desperate nieans,'^ said Courtney, start* 
ing at the words, and yet more at the resolute 
look and tone of the speaker, ^^ Villain P 

trapping his arm with nervous violence, ^^ yo« 
ave not dared to betray me. Punishment 
as well as reward is in my power*'' ^^ And 
revenge,'' answered Benson, in his stern ae*- 
cent, ^ is in mine. I have but to ihroir 
myself into a coach this day, and take the 
road to Caversham, where Mr. Vaughan is 
jBow gone — ." 

" Aod come in for your share of the pu- 
nishment,'' bitterly retorted Courtney, and 
then, with his habitual presence of mind, 
added with a smile, *^ Instead of quietly 
awaiting the certain testimonies of my grati- 
tude. I h»ve already told you, that I totind 
my uncie'8 a tfiirs greatly embarrashed ; that 
I must chear the estate of some heavy incurw- 
brancps, before I ca« have miichin m/ 
power.'' Benson looked incredulous, and 
Courtney turned to another topic. ^^Biit 
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who told you that Yaughan will id fingland'? 
k-U probably a mistake; the report of some 
blunderer," said he, with carelessness. ^ That 
blunderer was myself,'' replied Benson. ^ I 
saw him not ten minutes ago in the vecy 
hotel where I was sent with your letter; 
he looked as pale as a ghost, and ordered 
horses for Caversham, where Mrs. Vaughaa 
resides." 

- Courtney was silent, struck bis hand on 
his forehead, and walked away in thought* 
At length he said, ^^ Here is a cheque for the 
money you want ; I would save you from a 
prison ; but I give you warning, that this ii 
the last money which I will pay for you."— 
^^ Not the last," muttered Benson, as he 
withdrew, with the glance of a snake at the 
creature that is to be its certain prey. 

"While Vaughan lives," said Courtney 
to himself, " I am in this miscreant's power. 
While Vaughan lives," he repeated ; but so 
dark were the thoughts that followed this 
reflection, that he shuddered, unable to give 
them utterance. He caught a passing glimpse 
of himself in a mirror opposite, and started 
tit the ashy hue of his complexion, and the 
wild expression which glared in his eyes. 
" Afraid of a shadow !" said the wretched 
man, turning away, and covering his face 
with his quivering hands. " Could the world 
see me now !" His mind burned with con- 
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tending passions; but his frame gave way, 
he filing himself upon a couch^ and spoke 
livifh the wild and broken- interjections of ai 
terrible dream. *^ Life of continual terror P 
he exciaimrd ; " he will seek justice !-~I shall , 
be undone! — he must not cross my objecta 
again ! Yausihan, Vaughan, what curse fixed 
you between me and fortune ? Why am I 
exposed to temptations beyond the strength 
of man to resist ! Shame, beggary, all to be 
cured by one act of self-defence. No more t 
— life for life !" He clenched his hands, 
and struck them against his forehead in an 
agony too bitter to be controlled. Glancing 
suddenly round, he perceived, to his horror 
and amazement, the door slightly opened ; 
it closed. Springing forwards, be perceived 
the figure of Benson stealing dowr. the stairs. 

He rushed after him, and dragged him 
into the room, furious with passion, ^ Stop, 
villain— spy !" be exclaimed, "where are 
jrou going? — what brought you here ?— 
what have you heard? — how dared you 
steal upon me? I have satisfied your demandA- 
Begone V^ 

** Am I to go or stay, sir,'' said Benson^ 
calmly disengaging himself from Courtney's 
grasp, and looking up in his face with an air 
of cool inquiry. Courtney was baffled hf 
th look. " Scoundrel, what faave you 
lieard P^ — " Nothing, sir.'* ^ Nothing," said 
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Coartney. " Well, and right, there was 
nothing to hear. But I have been ill of 
late,^' he tottered again to the couch, saying, 
as he sank upon it, ^' I am feverish, Benson ; 
1 should not be surprised if I were to go 
mad !" 

The menial cast a keen glance, which had 
something of triumph in it at his fallen mas- 
ter. " I^ sir, you have any burden on your 
mind, T am faithful,'' said he, in a whisper. 
" Unburden myself, and to you !*' retorted 
Courtney, with a smile of supreme contempt ; 
" Unburden myself to you ;" be burst into a 
paroxysm of laughter ; then suddenly break* 
iDg it off, and fixing a strong glare on his 
listener's countenance, ^ You, — whom a gui- 
nea would bribe to betray me at any time ! 
I have nothing on my mind. — Begone.'^ 
Benson was retiring. He was called back. 
'^Captain Yaughan has taken the road to 
Caversham — he cannot reach it to-night." 
<M overheard him saying, that he should 
have some delays on the road, and might 
complete his journey by late to-morrow 
evening." " It is very well," said Courtney : 
^ bis motions are so rapid, that I must lose no 
time in writing to him, lest he should again 
change his residence as quickly as he has 
left London — leave me now." He hung his . 
head, and seemed to compose himself to 
sleep. Benson drew himself up in a suddea 
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attitude of superiority and scorn, ^nd slowly 
Btalked out of the room. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 



/^ Thou sure and. firm-set earth, 
Hear not iny steps, which way they walk, for fcai- 
The very stones prate of my whereabout, 
■ While's I threat he lives, 
I go, and it is done." 

Shahpeare, 



The year was declining, and as Vaughan 
rolled rapidly along the fine roads of Oxford- 
shire, he might have filled his eye with the 
alternate beauty of mighty woods wearing 
their last autumnal tints, and the little pasto- 
ral streams swelling into rivers, and rushing 
through fields and valleys that seemed plan- 
ned by the very genius of landscape. 

Bat bis spirit was wearied and worn out 
by succession of bitterness. And the sounds 
oi the rustling wind that shook showers of 
foliage round him, and the general look of 
pale decay that touched the mountain and 
the valley, only formed a portion of his sad- 
dened feeling, a kind of attendant chime to 
the progress of a dejected heart from sorrow 
to the grave. 



1 
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Some business which he hud lo arrange 
al Oxford detained him till the early nighl'*: 
fall of a November day, and when he bad 
lost the glimmer of the town lamps, he pur- 
sued his road in total darkness. The nigbc 
grew stormy, and the road seemed to have 
been suddenly cleared of all other travellers. 
Vaughan. wrapped in his cloak, and by 
custom careless of accidents by flood and 
field, was revolving the long series of his 
anxieties ; when he found the carriage sud- 
denly checked. He started from his muiiing. 
In all the rush of the wind the sound of a 
low peculiar voice struck his ear. The post- 
boy was evidently struggling or parleying 
with some one. The night had auddenlf 
grown intensely dark ; but Vaughan, wita 
the habits of soldiership, sprang oul of the 
chaise, and felt his way to the horses^ heads. 
At the sound of his voice, a horsemrin plung- 
ed against him, and with an execration did" 
charged a pistol full in his front. . 

At the flash the horse wheele.d round, and^ 
burst away into the darkness. Vaughan, in 
the shock of the moment, could see only that 
his rider wore a crape, and that the animal 
was covered with mire and foam« . Pursuit 
was impossible. As to the stoppage of .the 
chaise, the driver could tell him nothing 
more than that a man, who called himself, i^ 
London traveller, bad been inquiring the 
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nearest way to Caversham at the Golden 
Eagle, where they- had last changed horses. 
Tbat he had followed them, and was trying 
lofxn^uade him, as they reached the foot of 
the very steepest hill on the road, that he 
had mistaken his way. 

Terror had made the post-boy stop ; and 
the aight of the crape convinced him that- the 
UavelTer was no other than the famous Tom 
Castles, who had been the terror of the 
eountry, till he was transported seven years 
before, but who was said to have relumed 
and taken to the Oxford road, now that the 
gentlemen were coming up to their terms. 

This was unsatisfactory enough, and Yau- 
ghan strongly suspected that the fluent de- 
^ acriber of Tom Castles' achievements knew 
more about his present enterprise than he 
was willing ^o acknowledge. But there was 
no resource. He got into the carriage; 
aad his charioteer, possibly to whirl away 
a^ opinions unfavourable to 'his integrity, 
floAged his steeds into a gallop. 

Vatican tried to compose himself again ; 
but a sadden pang made him writhe. He 
"ibiind his coat stained with blood ; a ball * 
had struck bis arm, unfelt in the hurry of 
the struggle. But the pain grew keener still ; 
the blOM flowed rapidly ; and he had but 
JQSt 'seen the lights in the avenue of his 
nome, when be fell and fainted. ■ ' 
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CHAPTER XXV. 



LoTe 18 life's sunshine, and when most it sfaintf 
It calleth up the sullen-frowning clouds^ 
Wherewith to ipoil its betutr. 

PAmew WM. 



Tbi; grief and terror of the houscholkl, 
when Vaughan was carried in speechless 
and streaming with hlood^ were bejond desr 
cription ; but the wound was soon ascertaiof 
ed to be slight, and a few da/s subdued* the 
danger. , 

But the fever of the mind subsisted stiOs* 
and his mother saw with silent misery Uif 
waf^te of life and hope in a coaoienanceooci 
so buoyant with delight and enlhusia$||Biv 
Their conversations were long and ^incfff^i 
Vaughan declared that with lii}ei, ts oQe^^ 
a chance of future enjoyment, be hsfl.utter]|f 
done ; the world was dark to him, iind ^ 
now scarcely wished to see it Urighl^Dt, , U4 
profession would henceforth occupy all bis 
mind ; the war had ceased, but he was de- 
termined to occupy himself in resolute and 
absorbing professional study, and to take at^ 
vantage of the firstoppprtnnity of joiniog tht 
service again, no matter wbcre« 
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We gradually recovered ; his health, shaken 
by even the ardour and exhilaration of tha 
campaign, or by that rapid burning of the 
lamp of life so often felt by Englishmen in 
ike brilliant climates of the south of Europe, 
was undergoing a slow but secure restora- 
tion. The coming of spring, that season 
which speaks with a music of its own, a 
sweet voice heard bv no ear so deeply as tha 
ear of returning heauh ; the variation of studi- 
ous hoars by the pure and quiet pursuits of a 
Qonntfy life ; the presence and conversation of 
that accomplished and intelligent mother-one 
woman in whose love he might trust without a 
possibiKty of being deceived ; the revival of 
some of those graceful pursuits to which he 
had devoted himself in the intervals of cam- 
paigning ; the poetry of Spain, the most ro- 
mantic of all poetry, — its music, the most 
original and delicious— its landscnpe, unriv- 
alled' for richness of colouring and pictu- 
resque pomp of cultivation and nature, en- 
gaged him in no undelighted emplov. 

Other feelings of a still more exalted rank 
took root in tms retired and thoughtful turn 
of his mind. From his mother^s lips, the 
lips of an Israelite without guile, he heard, 
with almost a new-bom perception, the truths 
of Religion. From her life of trial, resigna- 
tion, and confiding faith, he might have 
drawn its purest example. 
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Those truths were not made the mattar < 
formal discourse, — they were not jpreMaed b 
the zealous mother upon the str^Egling u 
reluctant conviction of the son. Tnej can 
casually, the almost accidental excitement ( 
the common things of the day. They-wer 
not talked of with a brow rigorously cob 
posed for the high subject, but as a portia 
of the general truths which make the sum c 
'human happiness and wisdom. 

Like the great Author pf Christianity was 
dering with his disciples through the field 
of Palestine, and turning the simplest objecl 
by the way-side into the lesson of immorta 
knowledge — an observation on some shap 
of the landscape, on a flower, or a cloud, o 
the last book that they had read togetbei 
often led them into an unconscious and loft; 
interchange of thought upon things above tb 
world. With Yaughan this was new, am 
he felt in such hours something of that piff 
and vivid sense that mi^ht be imaged in > 
spirit just risen, and for the first time feelia 
its pinions wave in the expanse of HeavQB* 

With his mother it was graver, but not ta 
sublime, the rich and composed joy of 
spirit already accustomed to their possesiioi 
and prepared to move or rest as it pletM 
the Supreme. 

In Yaughan^s solitude those feelings sooM 
times took the shape of poetry, the natari 
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form of srll strong and solitarj emotion. His 
verses were written merely as giving a chan* 
nel to the overflowings of his mind, the 
mere impress of the passing sensation, and 
were flung away in the moment after their 
being written. One of those was found, and 
treasured by his mother, as in some degree 
A proof of the general state of his mind : 

<< Behold I will sbvd tov a CoMVORtxii.'^ 

Thou Mightiest of the Mighty, come ! 

Thou drier of the bosom's tear, 
Tbou giver of the wretch's home, 

When all his heart is withered here i 

U life but lent, fo wake and weep ? 

Is love but lilce a summer gleam? 
When shall I sleep the quiet sleep, 

That rests unbroken by a dream ? 

My spirit still is dark and low : 
Oh ! for thy light to chase its gloom ! 

Oh ! for the Christian's fiery glow ! 
Thou Mightiest of the Mighty, come. 

But in this powerful illumination of his 
mind there was nothing of the moroseness 
and affected peculiarity which degrades re- 
ligion into a sectarian sign, a sullen and re- 
pulsive denouncer of the natural pursuits and 
enjoyments of accomplished understandings, 
a melancholy figure of lank hair and gri- 
mace, meagre spiritual pride, and peevish 
habitual hypocrisy. 
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He wore no countenance in mourning 
anathematized no pearls round the nee 
beauty; nor sermonized the village 
out of their courtships and cherry-coIo 
ribbons* He even se( himself at little 
than open war with a popular preachc 
the sternest sanctimony, who had itiner 
through the country, scattering denunciai 
of divine wrath against the entire famil 
village amusements, and marking his waj 
sallow faces, matches broken off, and an 1 
extinction of May games, dances on the 
and the regular Tnespian troop, who 
out of mind had delighted the men and 
dens of the vicinage of Caversham witt 
loves of Juliet, the gaieties of Rosalind, 
the mefs of the whole heroine tribe 1 
Desdemona down to Jane Shore. 

All inquiry relative to the highway 
who had given his wound was unproduc 
He was recollected at the inn, as eztrei 
anxious about the arrival of the chaise 
having shut himself up in his chamber du 
the few minutes of its remaining there, 
as having set off at full gallop from the i 
soon after its departure* The post-boy 
ready to depose that he was the ic|en 
Tom Castles, who had a few weeks be 
robbed in one post-chaise the three lea 
QOURsel of the circuit of their stock-purse 
their briefs ^against one of hb accompli 
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din act of gallantry which had spread hii 
fame through the race of innkeepers, whb 
dbliked this economy of conveyance ; ahd 
tbrough the very considerable majority who; 
from fellow feeling, desired to see a man of 
honour and the road stand by his friends. 

Yaughan's impression was, that he was a 
axomon marauder, whose pistol had gone off 
by accident; the inquiry was hopeless, and 
it was pursued no further. 



CHAPTER XXVI. 



And now, my gentle barHy I beiid thy prow 
Wb«rever winds can breathe or waters flow ; 
And now, my sail, I hoist thee to tbe air ; 
And noW| fareWell) thou land of my despair. 

Good Men and True, 



Catherine's name was mentioned from 
tune to time in those lonely and interesting 
conversations, but it was without pain or 
passion. She was looked upon as the mind 
might look upon some remote and lovely be- 
ing of history, whose errors and charms were 
to excite human sensibility no more. Van* 
gban spoke of her as he would of the dead ; 
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yeith a fondness incontroltable by time, hot 
with the melancholy fondness of the grave. 

But the flame only slept; one evening his 
mother, in adverting to the Peninsular cam- 
paign, mentioned Mordaunt'^s arrival^ and tbs 
sudden result of bis too candid narrative 
upon the Courtney family and Catherine* 

A flood of conviction burst upon Yaughan^s 
mind* ^^ It must have been tne story of bis 
imprudent friend that had bewildered Ca* 
therine's pure and generous heart. His faith 
stained, his pledges to her forgotten, what 
could she have done, but abjure him ?^ 

He announced hi$i intention of instantly 
setting out for London, there to demand an 
interview with Catherine, and clear up at 
least his own honour. 

But this the more mature wisdom of bis 
adviser opposed. That incomparable woman 
vfelt an instinctive dread of the scenes and 
struggles to which his still precarious health, 
and bis still vivid affections, might be ex- 
posed. To escape all disappointments, she 
entreated him to sound his way by a letter 
to Catherine; and she threw into her request 
so much united reason aind entreaty, that 
Vanghan at length compliied* 

The letter was answered by return of 
post, Yaughan grasped at it, but the name of 
Courtney on the corner was a death to hope. 
While be bekl it quiveringly in bi^ band. 
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unable to open it, or cast it from him, his 
mother drew it away, and read as follows : 

" Sir, 

^' I cannot easily express my surprise 
at your continuing to obtrude your corres- 

Kndence upon Miss Greville. You have 
en already acquainted with her engage- 
ment to me, an engagement which I nave 
the gratification to say is amply sanctioned 
by lifiss Greville and her friends. Your 
letter she has just pyt into my hands, with 
the txprtss desire, that all further intercourse 
on this painful subject shall be forbidden. 

"Acknowledging you, Sir, as a connexion 
of my family, it is my personal wish to avoid 
all unnecessary irritation ; but I must take 
the liberty of suggesting to Captain Vaughao, 
that his comfort, or perhaps even his indivi- 
dual safety, mav be best consulted by ab- 
staining from all interference with the ar^ 
rangements of Mr. Courtney's family. 
^ I have the honour to be, Sir, 
" Your most obedient 

And very humble servant, 

'' Philip Courtney*" 

llrs. Yaughan read the letter with fear 
tod indignation. Yaughan with stern com- 
posure. ^^ You were right, madam,'' said he, 
after a long pause, and a repeated perusal : 
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^ I should have been exfiosed to circum* 
Btances unsuitable to honour ; that unhappy 
woman might have been compelled to plaj 
the hjrpocri^e; Courtney mit^ht have been 
compelled to hear of bis viltany, and the 
lesson would have been thrown away* It is 
better as it is/* 

He walked to the window with the letter 
•clasped in bis hands. It was the wane of 
the moon, and as he stood gazing at the pale 
light, it fell round his form with a sad and 
spectral lustre* His mother's eye could not 
Dear the sight, and she rose to withdraw 
bim* He started round as she approached, 
and she saw his countenance covered with 
tears* He attempted to say something, hut 
Jiis tongue failed, he laid his cold lips on his 
mother's hand, and hurried to his chaoi- 

He was up at sunrisei and when be ente^ 
ed the breakfast-parlour, he had evert the 
glow of exertion upon him* ^ I have come 
to my true point at last,'' said he* ^ Lin- 
gering in England is idleness* Time flies, 
iand if we cannot overtake H, we must follow 
it as fast as we can* } am about to leave 
England." 

Mrs* Vaughan had contemptaled this reso- 
lution, and had almost wished it ; but its ac- 
,toaI approach struck her painfiiUy e sbecom- 
Jteted it* His bosom swelled, ana he brokt 



HUSBAND HUI^TUSia. lOft 

out into the whole disbgrthening of i^s ha- 
rassed souK *' No— never will I dream of 
happiness within the borders of this laodr-^ 
Better fly to India, to Africa, to any spoi of 
savage or solitary life^ to any corner of ibe 
earth where I can l)e insulted, betrayed, tor- 
tured, no more.-^I would not grieve you. i 
disdain the affectation of complaint. But 
. those people have given me the cup of miscrr 
to drinks — sand I have been forced to drink 
it to the last drop:— you must cooie with 
me — the Continent has a thousand spots made 
for the unhappy and wronged to lie do.wn in, 
and forget the world and the things of the 
world. Yet why should I ask 3'OQ to be a 
wanderer? I shall go aloneu^' 

The love of England was strong in his mo- 
ther's bosom ; she might meet in other coun- 
tries more than its tender and patha|^land- 
scape, more than its quiet fertility^ ^^loffrt^n 
tb6 romantic story that lives in its wooded 
mountains, and populous vallies crowned and 
ennobled by monuments of its heroic times ; 
but where could she meet its security, its 
latir, the dignity of its national character, or 
the purity of its national religiioo. 

While she was atixfously attempting to de- 
cide, a note was brought to her. 

^ Madam, ' 

^ Capta«i Vaughan's life has bqea oj^e 
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mkacnloinly preserved. But the first es- 
cape is no security for the future. He has 
an enemy, of whom he has no suspicion ; ipd 
this enemy, the last man who ought to wtA 
his life. Let Captain Vaughan be cautioned 
against walking unarmed towards night-fall 
Tnis notice comes from a concealed friend.^ 

There was no name to this alarming inti- 
mation ; it had been thrown into the avenoe 
The mother^s heart was in an agony of ap 
prehension, but her scruples on the conti 
Dental journey were extinguished at once. 
&ke tore the note, lest it might meet Vaug 
ban's eye, and urge him to inquiry and haz 
ard. Early on the next day the cottage wai 

S'ven up, and its inmates were on the road tc 
over. 



CHAPTER XXVII. 



Q£ all her hopM, the labour of her years, 
What is her harvest ? — Sneers, eternal sneers. 

Savtige. 



This had been Mrs. Courtney's most bril 
Hant winter. Her new alliance had op^ne< 
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,^ the circle which it h^d been the hininean of 

^ her life to penetrate, but whicli had till no# 

^ been a circle of adamanl* She moTcd ainohc 

^ the stars of fashion, herself a luminary ; and 

^ what she wanted in rank she made up in ack 

|V dress, in display, and what the censorious 

'■ ~ would call the efirontery of fashion* Her 

handsome person was seen every where, and 

"^ was always conspicuous for splendour and 

^ singularity of dress whererer it was seen ; 

^ she played, and played high ; she talked, 

and talked loud ; her spirits were unfailing^ 

and her smile was beyond all the power of 

weariness or vexation to subdue. 

Nature had given her beauty, which time 
had rather shaded before she could reach 
the true position for its triumphs ; but nature 
had given her a powerful mind, which time 
had only matured, and from which it had re* 
moved f he last obstacle by taking away what* 
ever heart she once bad. She was n^m % 
bold, brilliant, dashing woman, whom men of 
a certain age followed, and whom women of 
all ages fled or feared ; for she had wit, and 
the will to use it; and many a high«horn in* 
solent, and many an opulent imbecile^ did 
homage to her supremacy of sneer. 

But in ail this triumph there was a latent 
pang. In this fuU-blown elevation there was 
a worm ; and Mrs. Courtney, when after 
seeing her apartments cleared of her mulli* 
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tude of titled guests, and smiling the last of 
her dukes and princes down her glitteriog 
and flower-wreathed stairs, she cloMted her 
lawyer, and, with an aching head and a rack- 
ed frame, consulted how to meet the demands 
of her mornine creditors, might hare been 
thought to purchase her distinctions under a 
severe penalty. 

Every inspection of her resoursea was less 
and less cheering ; her income had sunk with 
a rapidity that surprised even herself; h^ 
exp^tations of repayment on the marriafp 
of her daughters, for whom exclusirely she 
professed that she mixed in the world, had 
railed ; a little scheme of a more personal 
nature, excited by the dangling of a superan- 
nuated Marquis, and kept long in suspense 
by the most active yet most cautious attoh 
tions of the handsome widow, seemed sink* 
ing into utter hopelessness ; and what was 
scarcely less vexatious, the secret which she 
had kept with such dexterous care, had ob- 
viously become no secret to fashion. 

Desertion and destitution were the pros- 
pect now before her ; and in bitter reluctance 
she addressed a long letter on her necessi- 
ties to Lady Lovemore. 

The old feuds between Mrs. Courtney and 
her daughter had died away by their sepa- 
ration ; but utter coldness had come in their 
place. Her ladyship was the bhrd sent from 
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ike family nest to wing her own way ; and 
like the bird, she never winged her way back 
again* Mrs* Courtney, with all her fashion, 
still untitled : her patrician daughter was 
ectly sensible of the distinction of ranks ; 

id the plebeian mother shrank before the 
stem superiority of the handsome and haugh- 
ty Lady Lovemore. 

The answer to her letter was simple, but 
expressive. ^^The Countess Lovemore la- 
mented that it was a rule which she had pre* 
scribed to herself, not to apply on matters of 
money to the Earl Lovemore.^' 

London was now no longer tenable. The 
season was in its full tide ; but Mrs. Court- 
ney suddenly discovered ^' that she had rak- 
ed too much for her health, that her dear 
K' h were right in entreating her, as they 
i lone done, to sacrifice something to her- 
self, ana that Baillie would not be responsi-. 
ble for her constitution another week m the 
atmosphere of town.'^ 

'^Brighton, the next remove of fashion, 
was prescribed ; and to Brighton the family 
cavalcade swept down before the week was 
cioseci. 

Mrs* Courtney's eclipse made the talk of a 
day. Her embarrassments had long been 
the laugh of her thousand dear friends ; it 
was secret, but not the less sincere. The 
laugh was now. loud ; and the superannuated 
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Marqui* detailed the story of bis flir(ali(Mk 
with the knidest laugh of all. 



CHAPTER XXVIII. 



I 



CooM to the woodiy for there the nightingale 
Sings to the moon ; or to the twilight shore. 
And hear the searoen^s songs, as in their ships 
They slide along the mirror of the deep* 
Night is the time for talk of gentle love. 

Phineoi Webk^ 



BarGHTON is, as all the worM knows. Lop- 
don in little. The sea is certainly rather 
more obvious than the Thames, and the 
South Downs are more sheep-covered thaa 
Constitution-hill. But in all else, in formali* 
ty of brick, in chicanery of trade, in folly o( 
the supretBe bon ton, there is not a hair's 
breadth between the London in Middle^x, 
and the London on the shores of the Channel*. 

Mrs. Courtney^s arrival caused a sf-nsatiim; 
her entrance had been made in the most tri- 
umphant style; her barouche and four, with, 
its attendant equipages, freighted with her 
multitudinous establishment, had whitened 
the promenaders of the Steyue with more 
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du&t,and excited more curiosiCy in the botel* 
world than had been known within the seai> 
•on ^ and before she had well slept off tlie 
fuigues of her travel, she found her table 
tonegated with the cards of all the comme U 
fmut of Brighton. 

Yet there uas something miore than suspi- 
cious in Mrs. Courtney's leaving London at 
Cfaid period. Hitherto she had never ap- 
peared before winter ^^ with saddened breath 
had chilled the year.'^ There were now but 
aome half dozen of peers and their spouses, 
even the baronets were not in abundance, 
and the chief population of strangers was 
made up of persons whom nobody knows. 
Lawyers and parsons, country gentlemen 
come to refresh themselves after the assizes, 
and the palpable obscure of citizenship. The 
London rumours had preceded the showy 
matron ; several invalid exquisites, undone 
by the clubs, and driven by the remorseless 

Eersecution of their creditors out of town, 
ad arrived successively with fresh relays of 
iaielligence touching the fashionable extinct 
tions, and Mrs. Courtney's had just furnish- 
ed the promenade with conversaiion for the 
day. To see the heroine of the tale, to as* 
certain the truth of the facts, and to amuse 
tbemselvek with the defection of the dilapi- 
dated belle, were the stimulants which crowd- 
ed her levee on the Marine Parade. 

VOL. II. 18 tf. 
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But those who came to scoff, remaiDcd, i 
not to pray, at least to feel that they were 
baffled* They found the lady of the man 
sion in the highest animation. Every thinj 
round her wore an air of elegance, Hei 
daughters, dressed a la Parisienne, sat in ar 
accumulation of all the superfluities of accom- 
plished taste and costly expenditure. The 
Sevre flower-vase, the harp, the morocco vo- 
lume, the richly embossed Album withita 
golden lock, to be opened by none but the 
hand of the most tender amity; the jewels 
which there had not been time to put by. 
and which lay in their embroidered cases 
for the envying eyes, and fond temptation oi 
their dear detesting friends, all combined tc 
effect the victory. But her daughters were 
merely satellites round the superior star. 
She discussed London with such brilliani 
nonchalance, and laughed at all that sIm 
had left behind with such dexterous poig 
nancy, that she satisfied the general circle a 
once, of her having broke through the rale 
of the season from the mere capricious po« 
er of a leader, and that to provoke her rid; 
cule might be attended with peculiar incoi 
venience ; in short, that to be Mrs. Cour 
ney^s friend might be much pleasanter an 
more politic than to be her victim ! 

The matron, disgusted with her Marqui 
had now determined to exert her energi 
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for the disposal of her daughter Seraphina, 
-who was already verging on the time when, 
fo Bjpeak it tenc^rly, the natural rose yields 
to the artificial* For Martha, all exertion 
seemed useless ; she had protested so sternlj 
and so often against the folly of giving up 
her freedom to the whim of man, that she 
was looked on as irrevocably vowed to 
single blessedness ; Seraphina's romance was 
a perpetual source of her pleasantries, and 
she was rapidly rising into the rank of a 
hiuel 

Among the men who had most diligently 
attended Mrs. Courtney's at homes in Har- 
ley-street was Jack Flatter. He was pr^ 
sumed to be poor, and was treated with cor- 
respondent neglect; but he 'still made hie. 
way, and was even a favourite with the fair 
of a certain age. Youth fled him ; and beau- 
ty turned away its smiles ; no mother wooed 
him for her daughter, and no father gave 
him champagne to animate him into a pro-^ 
posaK Yet he still kept his ground, where' 
bolder, and younger, and richer, and hand- 
somer, gradually sank hors de comhaL 
• Jack's secret was the facultv of detecting 
female attractions. Where the less gifted 
eye would have been repelled by timely an- 
tiquity, or the rigid stamp of unpitying na- 
ture, Jack Flatter's connoisseurship found 
loves and graces, and, a^ a matter of princi- 
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pk, cooiimnicated his discoverj to tbeir]x» 
lessors* 

J«ck deelared, that ra his time he had 
beard much of Sc€pcici8m<» but IhkI oeref ncl 
wi(b any ; that a fevr minutes' applicalian tc 
Ae unaerstandiDg ppodttced the most peri 
fecli conviction, and, for his pArt, he beiieted 
that of all female qa«lilies stubbora doub 
was* thie most rare^ 

He had been an^ occasioAa] visitor at Mrsi 
Courtney's for some jears, ^d had then 
indulged himself in the charitable pursuit d 
pBVMiadiog tbue atitiquated into youth, andtbe 
delorm^ into beautj. This iadulgehee M 
tke sex he however varied^ as it stttted hk 
circle, by the most 8C<M*nful opinit>» df thi 
general hutBHs race^andhis hnowladpneoi 
ihe umuspectetd sides of cbaractec |^aive hia 
thva: moat peculiar powers of anaioMj.. 

Buiattrbe bottom- of all this olio; of toa^* 
]|Kment audi contempt, Jaeb hnd some ftmg^ 
miB>ntso{ the original good*nature, which hw 
m^i^ hidn a^ dupe, aind seht him stripped of 
his patHiooBij to sn^er at the world m itf 
venge. ^« 

Mrs. Courtney's distresses were not the 
less pursuingv because she liad fledfrom them 
to Brightofu The r>ew di.*play by which she 
had been eompelled (o Mgnaliee her. mttrt, 
^nd <ib»sh alliho^ ^Uroops of friends^ who 
%vould baye been charmed to see htr drivto 
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out of fashion, had already increased hep 
embarrassments in a formidable degree ; as 
a last resource, she sent for Jack Flatter, and 
closeted him. 

Here she threw off all disguise, which she 
knew would have been no disguise to bis pe« 
netrating eye, and plainly ana with many a 
bitter invective on the tardiness of titled mala 
flirts, the malevolence of the town, and the 
merciless persecution of creditors, pronounc- 
ed; that unless something little short of mira- 
cle should fall in her way, she was absolute* 
ly ruined ! 

Flatter had sat with his elbow on the table, 
and his chin resting on his hand, looking at 
the lady's agitated visage. His own did not 
move a muscle. She paused breathlesslv, 
and, as if hope might live in his answer, ask- 
ed, '' Whether he did not think that she was 
totally undone ?" He calmly replied, " To- 
tally." 

" What then is the resource ?" 

" None : except " 

"Your exception! out with it at once. I 
will do any thing." ^ 

'^^ Then, retire from this idle struggle to 
keep yourself in a rank above your means ; 
abandon this heartless pack, whose under- 
standings, motives, and principles you know, 
and knowing, despise; feel that you have 
lived long enough for their paltry envy, their 

VOL. ir. 18* 
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low jeakNiav, and tlieir reliictaBtr and C0 
temptiMe aJoHratioii.^ 
. ThewkftndsoiQe matron listened wkfesoo 
thing of a sigh, her countenance Ml^ and d 
atked in a subdued tooe, ^^ Hoir was all di 
to be done?" 

Her adviser still sat with the same oane 
ed look. His answer was-7- 

^ You must retire from.Londbn finally, an 
for ever !" 

She raised ker fine eyes to his count 
nance with a glance of resignation ; bat ju 
above him was a mirror, and there too! 
eyes caught aglimpse of a countenance imiic 
more interesting to her coirtemplatieo; . 
looked upon her in all the charm^ofkam 
some matronage ; even the . partial trouU 
that sat upon its brow, seemed to^ve itbi 
a more touching right to conqnefil. Tin 
single glance overthrew her philosophy ;«bi 
Jack Flatter thenceforth reasoned no now 
He had now found that Scepticism was nc 
altogether lost to ttie worlds 

^^ ketiremmt,'' said thie ladyv wkh a smile 
*^ yes, by all means, nothing could be so de 
lightfui to aU my tastes; but, my dear sii 
wiiat right have 1 to plimgo my. danghtei 
into tbe wilderness f * 

"Oh^ very true, noae in the worW^'' sai 
Elatterv yawning andtrtm^from Us clidi( 
Be at once resumed- his oU tone^. ^^0 
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j^ ififinitelj^ fine giris^ etery thing on their 
side. Whbm will they have? They would 
he, as the poet says, ^ the cruellesi sbet 
allve^ lo leave the world no copy.* But I 
must absolutely be gone.'^ 

^'No, I must absolutely detain you a mo^ 
meiit longer* You know every soul, good 
and bad, here. The whole tribe of the wil- 
tess, the wealthy, and—*—" 

*' The mairiroonial. — Why yes," yawned 
IHattep, ^' our population here is various and 
Silly ; and they do marry from time to time. 
We have the people about the pavilion — ^" 

^Pab, they have nothing but their epau- 
lettes^" 

** Well, we have the marquis, — a widowei:, 
-«^-a politician, and confessedly the most cap* 
tivaCmg roui of the race." 
- ^Absurd,— let him marry histailor'sdaugh- 
terv and pay his debts." 

^^Then^ let me see, we hare the colonel^ a 
brilliant fellow in his way, the very princo 
of proiectors ; coine down to build a bridgp. 
from brighten across the Bay of Biscay.^' 

^^ Riditulous ! But are we reduced to this 
muster? Have we nothing more original ii^ 
Mr Curiosities ?" 

^^Kothtfig; Our remarkable men have died 
off to tbe French coast, from a principle of 
delicacy; for knowing that a prison waa 
Ikejf natural destiny^ they have preferred n 
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foreign one ! Afid there, I am told, with the 
usual habit of the English, they have abso- 
lutely raised the expenses so hign, that living 
in gapl will be extremely difficult to their 
successors* Bui let me see, — you, I presume, 
disdain the Yorkshire Baronet, Sir Peter 
Pudding, the choicest specimen of a country 
productive of the best horses, the most dex- 
terous rogues, and the most unequivocal 
fools within the limits of the land.^' 

** Detestable ; he might indeed be well 
enough for a husband ; but what would he 
be for a son-in-law T 

^^ Right, he would make a miserable flirt 
for you ; a man of fashion and figure is indis- 
pensable to a handsome mother-in-law ; and 
as to poor Pudding, 'pon honour, I donU 
think that he could say a tender thing to yoa 
for his life. And as to waltzing, saints pre- 
serve my dear Mrs. Courtney From the hor- 
rid experiment! I saw him at it the other 
evening. He was the most perfect imitation 
of a dancing bear* And his countenance 
had, I assure you, not the slightest tendency 
to destroy the illtision. But there's Gordon; 
the <5ordon " 

^^ I detest the name — I have recollections*^' 

" Yes, possibly. But, my dearest widow, 
all detestation of names is unpardonable, 
except in one of the two instanipes ; where i 
hidy, tired of her own, desires to exchapge i 
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for a hasbatid's ; of where, tired of the hug- 
band's, she desires to get rid of the name; iir 
the idea thai it and the man wiligd together* 
But the Gordon is reallj a superior aniimil ^. 
heir to twenty thousand a jear, a future^ 
baronet, and as handsome as gamhling,.cH2^«> 
paigne, and late hours, can leave any ihSai?* 
He would make a passable, easy, careless, 
husband for your daughter, but, and this is 
clearly the principal point, he would make an 
incomparable cicisbeo for you." 

In the course of the conversation it was 
ascertained, that this Gordon was the elder 
brother of Julia's husband ; a showy wan- 
derer through fashionable life^ easily attract- 
ed, and easily lost. It was Mi%« CoUrtney^s 
policy, that ber acquaintance with hitti should 
be commenced in the most unsuspicious man- 
ner; and this was contrived by the expe* 
nbnced ingenvfity of Flatter. 

OordonV^ corioAity' w^s grad^fiitiHy excited 
bjF descriptions of Seraphina, wbi^ bitbeHo* 
absorbed m some personal objects wlilch 
]6Ted the twilight, hsid been scarcely seen* 
Gordon came, was feted sumptuously, was 
surprised by the discovery that "rclationil 
so interesting should have been at once so 
rtear, and hjive so escaped his knowledge/' 
Seraphina's delitrate and romantic beauty 
ptcfased the eye of this man of dissipation, 
wearied with the glare of high life ; and Mrs^ 
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Courtney looking forward to brighter pros-^ 
pects, recovered her smiles, and bunched 
out into additional expense; nay there wer^ 
rooments when her ^strong' imagination saw 
all but a crown dropping upon her head,'' 
and her hand swaying the sceptre of Brigh- 
ton! 



CHAPTER XXIX. 



They come, like sacrifices in their trim, 
And to the fire-eyed maid of smoky war. 
All hot and bleeding we will offer them. 

Skahpeare, 



. After some months of wandering through 
the south of France, Vaughan and his mother 
had fixed their residence within a few miles 
of Bourdeaux* The Garonne flowed under 
their windows, the hills behind were covered 
with the garden and the vineyard of that 
delightful region, and before them lay the 
city, and the sea upon the blue horizon. 
Here the weary spirit might have rest, and 
sorrow might grow calm, and aneer might be 
tamed to forgiveness, and all out love be 
for^tten ! 
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Vaughan was a patriot in the truest sense ; 
hut his generous spirit had been bruised, and 
be felt that England was yet no place for 
him. He looked forward to long retirement. 
But one evening, as he was riding towards 
Bourdeaux, he observed a military courier 
with a peculiar look of anxiety and haste, 
stop at one of the village post-houses to 
change horses. Some accidental delay had 
occurred, and the courier stormed with more 
than his national impatience, and burst out 
into a tirade against all the post-masters on 
the face of the earth, whom he declared to 
be to a man in league with the devil, and he 
added, emphatically, with Napoleon besides ! 
The horses were at length put to, and as he 
stepped into the cabriolet, he pronounced, 
with the importance of an official big with a 
state secret, that " such news as he then 
brought would bring blood and battle among 
ihem.^' The horses were set to their speed, 
and the courier flew to Bourdeaux. 

Vaughan rode on to the city, and as he^ 
reached the heights above it he could per* 
ceive an extraordinary bustle among the 
shipping, boats continually communicating 
with the shore, and evident preparations to 
put to sea. Couriers were dashing out in all 
directions, and a regiment of dragoons which 
had been quartered near hts village, had 
mustered, and overtaken him on the road. 
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upon as the direct breaking out of civil vrai 
he turned from the casement, flung into hi 
trunk such matters as might be necessary t( 
a speedy removal, and watched with his pis 
tols beside him till dawn. 

The detachments had re-united in th( 
plain, where they formed a vast column evi 
dently under military guidance, and movec 
on to a range of hills on the north, where 
they halted. . The summits almost instantlji 
sparkled with innumerable fires, and Vau- 
ghan could have thought himself .once more 
campaigning in Spain ; there was the same 
serenity of sky, the same fragrant air, the 
mountain covered with the same rich vege- 
tation, the vineyard, the white cottage, and 
there too were the sterner signs that had so 
long told that in the midst of all the bountv 
of nature, there was the pe/verter of all, 
that great curse of mankind, a thoqsand-fold 
the substitute for all their other scourges— 

WAR. / 

The morning^s intelligence was more dis^ 
tinct. ^^ Napoleon had landed, he was now 
at Lyons, he had defeated or drawn over all 
the troops which had been hitherto marched 
against him ; and last night three-fourths of 
the garrison of Bourdeaux had gone off hoist- 
ing the tri-coloured cockade.^' Those were 
the men whom Yaughan had seen marshall* 
ing the peasantry, themselves chiefly retired 
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veterans of Napoleon's armies, and to whom 
Ins coming was as the sound of the trumpet 
to the war-horse. 

The news now came crowding on them in 
still more authentic shapes. " Napoleon 
was marching on Paris. — The Bourbons 
were preparing to defend the capital. The 
English were flying, to escape a repetition 
of the odious treachery by which they bad 
been entrapped so many years before." 
But not the least interesting part of the news 
to Vaughan was contained in a letter from 
his late colonel, telling him that he was called 
againf into service, and that his regiment was 
'under orders for Belgium. 

This was a summons which he had no 
right to decline. He made his way to the 
aorth of France, sent his mother under the 
escort of an English family across the Chan- 
nel, and joined his regiment, where he was 
received with the welcome of a distinguished 
comrade. , 

Vaughan's heart still turned to England ; 
but the hurried preparations for the great 
struggle which was to decide the European 
sceptre, and the harassing marches through 
a broken-up country perpetually traversed 
by troops of air services, and about to be* 
^ome the seat of war, prohibited all regular 
correspondence; and the first letter which 
Qrrivea fron^ his mother was evidently only 
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one of many, which, more than probablj, 
were in the ha^ds of some roving Hulan, or* 
resting quietly in the debris of some baggage- 
waggon. 



CHAPTER XXX. 



Here is her letter, writ with bitter wordf. 

This should be blood, not ink. Gonsalez, see. 

How sharper than the dagger's point, than gall, 

Than the keen falchion*s edge ; bow heavier Aii 

Than iron manacles, a few sad words 

May smite upon the heart. mnta$ Webb, 



This letter was of a nature to awake sll 
his feeiings, if they had slept* ^> ] mentioned 
in my iast,^ it began, ^my surprise at Philip 
Courtney ^s marriage. Yet I will own/ that 
notwithstanding the prejudice which I had 
imbibed against his young wife, principally 
from her unlucky choice-^" 

"Unlucky,'' mused Vaughan, " heartless^ 
guilty^-^these would have been the appropri- 
ate terms/' — ^^ There is vet something about 
this graceful woman, which renders it almost 
impossible to deny her one's esteem.''-^ 
" Esteem,'' cried Vaughan ; " she forfeited 
all claiim to the esteem of man or woman 
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even of her miserable and culpable husband, 
when she consented to receive' him ; even 
with my mother she is Catherine no longer." 

*' I have before mentioned to you,*' conti- 
nued the letter, ^^ that having to seek a new 
abode, and my passion for a country life be- 
ing as strong; as ever, I have at length fixed 
myself in the village where your uncle re- 
sided, as the next most familiar place in my 
recollection. The Courtneys have just come 
down here for the summer. Young Mrs. 
Courtney's affability and unaffected sweet- 
ness " 

" Sweetness ! ay, so it is," murmured Vau- 
ghan, with a sad smile of recollection— 
^^ have won all hearts. Chance has thrown 
them often in my way, and I cannot deny 
that I have caught the general feeling." 

Yaughan laid down the letter in sudden 
disappointment. ^^ Are all women then alike, 
all destitute of firmness, young and old ; all 
vacillation, incapable of retaining even a just 
resentment?" He relumed to the letter. 
** Especially," observed Mrs. Vaugh&n, '* as 
I have strong grounds for believing that she 
was urj^ed, nay, even compelled to this ill- 
ttssorted union by her father. I grieve for 
her situation ; I grieve for the companionship 
vliich she has chosen ; it is plain that she is 
not blind to the dark and repulsive features 
of tier husband's character." 

VOL. ij^ 1 9 * 
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^' Had she Dot time to think of tbis be- 
fore f ' cried Vaughan, at once grieved and 
offended ; ^ was not their acquaintance long 
enough. If she coald be blind, she was 
blinded by vanity, by inconstancy, by am- 
bition, anil deserves to feel/' 

The letter concluded thus — '^ She bas 
made many advances towards an intercourse, 
which I have hitherto avoided; but I will 
frankly confess, that in this I am makinea 
sacrifice to your ii\jured feelings* My dis- 
like of Courtney continues unabated; bot 
my heart would yet lead me to his very in- 
terevting bride^ and I wait only your ap- 
proval." 

^' Can all thn be T' cried Vaughan, giving 
way to an agitation which he had so long 
laboured to subdue. ^^ This woman has de- 
stroyed my happiness. Yet for some trivial 
taste is sacrificed that honest pride and jus- 
tified disdain which would have renounced 
thetn for ever." 

He wrote a few lines in reply. It was the 
briefest and least affectionate letter that he 
had ever addressed to her. ^^ Be it as jou 
will, my dear mother, I can have no right to 
object to any friendship which you may wish 
to form ; but 1 implore you, that your hand 
may not be the first to open those wounds 
which can hope for an effectual cure only by 
my ceasing to bear of those who hav« !»• 
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[icted them. And now,^' said Vaughan, as 
le closed the letter, ^ my account with the 
^orid is completed. I knew that this mar- 
iage was to be. Why does the blow fall 
hus beaviij ! Was 1 mad enough to hope— 
ould 1 think that a touch of human feeh'ng 
rou Id have arrested her at the very altar! 
Catherine — traitress ! I have pronounced 
'Our name for the last time !^' 



CHAPTER XXXL 



•1 



Death has been here, and with hit armed heel . 
Has trod out noble lives. Look on that face 
That was the memest rover in our camp, 
He sat but yester-even in my tent, 
And wagered on our years to come. Look there^ 
Another ! loose his morion. In thtfC eye 
Was yesterday a light that laughed at fote, 
And DOW the dust will shroud him, 

Phineas fFthb. 



This was the memorable period of Water* 
K>« It would be idle to repeat the details 
f a day familiar to the English heart, and 
bich will stand before the eye of future 
^es among the noblest exploits of manly 
>ansel and heroic valour* 



. ■ -v 

♦> «■ 



Ji24 HUSBAND HUNTING. 

The greatness of ihe stake ; the renown of 
the two leaders, themselves the guiding spirits 
of European war ; the character of the ar- 
mies meeting to decide the militarj eminence 
of the two most warlike nations of the earth; 
all placed Waterloo in the foremost rank ol 
national glories* 

But when the glow of combat was over, the 
scene was one of uodissembled pain and 
sorrow, Everyman had lost some friend: 
and as the line, which had advanced to com 
plcte the rout of the French, returned througt 
the field, the most bitter recognitions occtirr 
ed in the trampled forms and ashy faces thai 
they had seen rushing forwards a few houn 
before in the ardour of assured victory. 

As Yaughan's regiment moved down to 
wards the highway, in rear of the memora 
ble Chateau de Goumont,' he was roused bj 
the voice of an officer, whom a soldier hac 
just lifted on his shoulders to carry to th< 
hospital. — " Have we gained the day P wen 
the first words which he uttered on being re 
leased from a pile of dead. ^^ Ay, captain,^ 
said the soldier ; '^and only that 1 saw when 
your honour fell, you would have been witi 
many a fine fellow that this day has cost.' 
The officer clasped his hands with a fain 
efibrt of triumph, and relapsed into insensih 
Jity. 

The soldier laid his gallant burden on th 
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i;roand in despair, and, standing over bim 
ivith folded arms, made a rude recital of his 
virtues. ^^ There goes as good an officer as 
^ver wore the king^s red coat, and as kind to 
Ms company as he was bold at their head. 
it is long before we shall see your like again, 
Oaptain Gordon." 

Vaughan sprang from the column, and 
'ound in the silent subject of this honest pa- 
negyric, his friend, the husband of Julia ! 

Assistance was, of course, now promptly 
;iveD. Gordon, still insensible, was carried 
o the village, and Vaughan insisted on at- 
wding him in person. As he looked on the 
lale features of this handsome and high- 
minded man, the thought of Julia's desola- 
ton struck bitterly upon his mind, and he 
^voluntarily pronounced her name. 

Gordon started from his insensibility at the 
oond, and, in a feeble and bewildered ut- 
erance murmured, ^^ Who talks of Julia? I 
m dying. She has but one friend on earth, 
nd he is about to leave her." 

" She has another," said Vaughan ; " one 
vbo has pledged himself never to desert 
ler." 

^ 'Tis Vaughan !" said Gordon, sinking 
back exhausted, but not unconscious, on his 
billow. ^^Come near roe, — nearer still; I 
3ave scarcely power to speak above a whis* 
)er ; it is of vital consequence that you lose 
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not a word of what I am about to say. You 
remember j'our promise to me, Vaugfaan, 
when we parted ; I was a (rue propbeu See 
what I am now. It was a kiod fate that sent 
you there to make that promise, and here at 
this hour to fulfil it. 

Vaughan tried to give him hopes of speedy 
recovery. " No," said Gordon, struggling 
ibr utterance ; \^ I must die ! — 1 have facea 
death before, — but life is dear to me now for 
the sake of my wife and child. Here,^ 
drawing from his bosom two letters, ^ take 
these ; the one is a farewell to my Julia, the 
other a last appeal to the heart of a father.'^ 

A silence ensued, which Vaughan coold 
not trust himself to break. ^ I wish,^ said 
Gordon feebly, ^^ that these letters should be 
dcliver*»d by your own hand. You will sec 
England again." 

^^ I had thought," said Vaughan, his heart 
swelling with tne bitter recollections as^o- 
ciated with the sound, '^ to have seen Eng- 
land no more; but, rely upon it, happen 
what may to me, these letters shall be guard- 
ed as sacred, — confided to none but such as 
I may safely trust, or retained in my posses- 
sion till I can deliver them myself. In such 
a cause I would go to the remotest ends of 
the earth* I will come face to face with 
your inexorable father." 
: " You have a warm heart, Vaughan," an- 
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sw^rcd Gordon, wringing his friend's hand ; 
** it renders the tongue eloquent, and I could 
hope all things from your noble energy. My 
father must give way ; his resentment^^will 
not extend beyond the grave." 

" ImpossiBle,'' cried Vaughan, with a burst 
of feeling, " if he be a man." 

** It is plain, Vaughan," answered Gordon, 
with a aej€cted smile, " that you have still 
something to learn of human nature. I too 
'once formed hopes, of which time has since 
shown the fallacy. Fondly as I loved Julia, 
1 woukl not have yielded to the generous ro- 
mance of her nature, and condemned her to 
such a life as she has since known, had I not 
pHiced some reliance on my father's subse- 
quent forgiveness. But he has a stem and 
haughty nature. Heavens! when I saw 
Julia, once the life and spirit of an admiring 
circle, banished to her hopeless solitude, 
and felt that my father was at that hour sit- 
ting in his proud mansion with almost bound- 
less opulence at his command, surrounded 
by a train of pampered slaves, every one of 
wnom was more an object of his considera- 
tion than his exiled son, the thought has. 
stung me deeper than I would tell to any 
other ear." 

The surgeon entered ; and having dressed 
his wounds with the air of one to whom such 
scenes were familiar, took Vaughan aside 
" He will not die to-night," he observed ; 



S28 HUSBAND HUNTING. 

'* life is stronger in him than you think; bal 
if he has any thing to communicate let it be 
told to-night." 

^^ Are we again alone ?^' said Gordon^ look- 
ing anxiously around ; ^^ then listen. It is of 
consequence that you should know those 
vihh whom you have to deal. I have a bro* 
ther, w)io, strange as it may seem, neglects 
no means to fan the family irritation. He 

is extravagant^ selfish, and splendid -, 

a profligate of the first celebrity ; my father's 
idol from his birth; the chief bond of union 
is perhaps the resemblance which we can 
trace in others to ourselves.'' 

^^ And shall I find this brother toof said 
Yaughan ; ^ tell him how and where 1 left 
you, and subdue him if i can f 

*' No," said Gordon, ^ he is heartless. Ob- 
tain a private audience of my father; 'tis 
your only chance. Yes,'' he repeated, ** it 
is poor Julians only chance ! From her own 
family she can have no hope. Tfceir wretch- 
ed extravagance must end io ruin." 

Yaughan soothed him. ^ The pledge 
which I have given is too sacred to be for* 
gotten." 

" Thanks, a thousand thanks," said Go^ 
don; "I will bless you as long as I live. I 
bad forgot," he said, a transient flush mount* 
ing to his hollow rounfenance, ^* how short 
can be my term of gratitude; but I leave 
those behind who will ble^^syou for me." 
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i The drums beaU ^^ Farewell, Gordon, for 
to-night." "Farewell in this world— for 
-ever," said Gordon, in a broken voice, turn- 
ing to bis pillow* 



CHAPTER XXXIL 



Vri 



i'lic spear is in bis side. A surgeon, ho I 
He breathes, — there's colour in his clieek ; some help* 
Now his life's tide has ebbed again, — ^he sinks, — 
He's dust and ashes. 

Phineas Webb. 



The following morning, at day-break, tho 
army was in march on the, traces of the 
French. Vaughan snatched a moment to 
fly to the cottage. There, to his dismay, he 
learned that Gordon had been worse during 
the night, and that he had been conveyed 
awayoy a waggon of the commissariat, but 
where no one could tell. Further investiga- 
tion was now impossible. His regiment, of 
which, by its loss of officers, he was now 
ikiajor, and in command, was already in ad- 
vance, and he was forced to put spurs to his 
horse and follow. 

The second capture of the great disturber 
of mankind onto more appeared to procbtm 
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long and universal peace; and Vaughan 
found himself again a wanderer. 

His firsi inquiry was as to the circaiiistan< 
ces of Gordon's death; but they totalli 
eluded him. His next was bow best to fulnl 
those offices which he had promised to hifl 
gallant and unfortunate friend. 

England was the Inst place which he could 
have desired to revisit; but Staffordshire, in 
which the Gordon estate lay, was sufficient- 
ly remote from the abode of his treacherous 
friends. Even bad ft been pthenvise, it was 
a sacred duly. " If those Gordon's are such 
as they have been represented to me," said 
Vaughan, as^ he drove up the long and an- 
cient avenue, " it is no easy task that I have 
undertaken ; but I will not suffer myself lo 
be repelled. Unhappy Julia! I am your last, 
your only friend, and I shall be strong in tb€ 
cause of your beauty and your aiSiction.'^ 

At the d^or of the magnificent maosioD 
stood an equipage apparently constructed for 
the comfort of an invalid. On Yaughaa^s 
sending up bis na^me, be was led ibrougb a 
suite of splendidly-furnished 1:000)8 ; tb^ 
crowd of liveried idlers, the antique statues, 
the paintings, the whole statcliness round 
him, struck deeply on his ipind, burdened 
with its heavy mission. " What a conicas' 
to the hovol in which my brave friend spcn 
his last hours of pain,^' thought Vaughan 
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"3'et this was the roof uridei' which he was 
born. Were there no yearnings in a parent'^ 
heart ?" 

*'Tell Sir William Gordon," said he to the 
valet^ " that Mjijor Vaughan desires to see 
him on business of const* qaence/' The ser- 
iani delivered the message, and threw open 
tht^ door of a large apartment still more 
magnificent than any that he had yet seen* 
It was partially darkened, and he looked 
round for the superb lord of all this luxury. 

He heard a faint voice inquiring ^^ If the 
gentleman was come ?" and advancing to a 
corner of the apartment, thrown into almost 
total obseurity, found the master of the man- 
sioh in a sallow and feeble invalid, wrapt in 
flannel) and a martyr to the complicated dis« 
edses of high living. 

^ I understand^ Sir,'' said the Baronet, "that 
you have done me the honour of calling on 
me relative to some matters of importance.'' 

** Of the highest, Sir," returned Vaughan, 
** to you, as a mad of feeling and honour,— 
as a father.'' 

The old man raised his head, and fixed a 
dim and half-sleepy eye upon the speaker* 
He made a slight sign to him with his hand 
to go on. 

" You have had. Sir William, a son, who 
was an honc^ur to his profession, to human 
nature, a most generous, gallant, and noble- 
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Hiindcd man. This son is now beyond hu- 
man injury or kindness; he has died the 
death of a soldier." Vaugban's voice trenv- 
bled, and be was silent* 

His hearer passed his shrivelled band 
across bis forehead ; then, stifling bis emo- 
tion, said fretfully and at intervals: ''^Sir, I 
vras acquainted with all this before. — Vfhj 
have you thought fit to disturb my declining 
days with bitter recollections? — I did my 
duty by my son ; be was determined to take 
his own way ; he had his own romafKic prin- 
ciples. — I might have sent him into pariia* 
ment for the county, but he refused to pledge 
himself to my friends ; I might have allied 
him witti the peerage, but he refused the 
lady, the most opulent match in fifty miles 
round ; he determined to choose for himself 
—and well and wisely he chose. What was 
to be done with him f ' 

Vaughan attempted no answer against 
those common complaints of authority and 
prejudice; and the old Baronet continued, 
with many interruptions of feebleness : 

"Major Vaughan, you have probably 
learned to think me a fretful and tyrannical 
father. I had sent that young man oflTers of 
reconciliation, even since his marriage; to 
those he had never replied, I had even pro- 
posed td exert my interest for him in his 
profession, much as I W9s adverse to hi^ 
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iddptihg it ; fill renfi&ined unanswered, in 
2oitted3t)t of my wishes and feelings. What 
was to b^ done with him P 

Vaughan expressed his utter astonishment^ 
and was about to mention the circumstances 
n hich made him conclude that some singular 
Ebisconception bad occuiTed; when the door 
wad tlirown open, and a tall and fashionable 
figure made his abrupt entrance. 

** My son, Reginald Gordon, Sir, " said the 
old man^ Yaughan was struck by the hasty 
and suspicious glance which the younger 
Gordon cast alternately at both. After a 
brief and embarrassed silence on all sides, 
Gordon expressed his happiness at seeing 
^'^the Iriend of his lamented brother," but 
wished that his father, from his state of 
health, could have been spared all- mention 
of b4isiness. 

" I deeply regret, Major Vaughan,'' he 
continued, '* that the unhappy turn which my 
brother took has be^n too long a source of 
pain to his family. On my father^s spirits it 
has hung with the severest effect, and it will 
be, I think, most gi^atlfyin^ to all concerned^ 
that you afld I should together arrange bis 
debts and other affairs.'' 

As Vaoghdn listened to the smooti»^to«e 
of this speech^ which was evidently directed 
more to the invalid than t6 him, he liad also 
looked upon the speaker's countenance, and 
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found that it was one which could not bear 
his look. The haughty expr^sion had sunk 
into shyness, and the habitual sallownessof 
dissipation had burned up into the cokmr of 
shame. ^ . 

Vaughan^s generous feelbg spoke out in 
sudden disdain. '* Captain Gordon/' said he, 
^^ left no debts upon his memory, but a heavy 
debt upon the honour and heart of his family. 
He has left a wife, worthy of all bis We ami 
of all their respect, and a child whose rights 
it will become them to acknowledge.^' 

The old man raised his head, and listened 
with interest and surprise. His son was pal- 
pably anxious that the development should 
/'go no further, and repeated his declaration 
of the most profound interest in the fate of 
bis sister-in-law. 

'^ There is but one point more on which I 
must clear the character of my gallant d^ 
parted friend,'' said Vaughan emphatically. 
^ My intercourse with him was unfortunately 
brief; but even during that period I was pre- 
sent at his writing, even <)uring the hurry of 
preparing for service, successive letters, ex« 
pressing every sentiment of a manly and filial 
heart. Yet he was painfully conscious that 
he had an enemy somewhere ; and, but for 
the fatA, which removed him from us, not too 
soon for glory, though much too soon for his 
friopds ond his country, he would at this day 



HUSBAND HUNTING. S3^ 

have been breaking up the whole system of 
iasidiousness, cruelty, and guilt, which had 
made him an alien to his mtber^s house.^' 
He fixed his eye on the younger Gordon, 
who busied himself in playing with a pointed 
at (he fireside. 

" He wrote, you say,'* said the Baronet, 
^ why did I not know this before — before he 
died ? — Unfortjunate son, and more unfortu- 
nate father!'^ Then turning to Yaughan^ 
with a hurried voice, " Wrote in your pre- 
sence, sir ?" Vaughan bowed assent. 

The old man's feeble countenance filled 
up ; the eye, clouded and pale with long ex- 
liaustion, distended, and shot flashes of rage. 
He rose on his feet by the impulse which 
seemed to have given new life to his entire 
frame, and in a voice of stern wrath exclaim- 
ed : ^^ Then, sir, I have been scandalously 
deceived. Treachery has been at work ! I 
have long suspected that some base and vil- 
lanous spirit, nay perhaps under my own 
roof, was busied in sowing dissension be- 
tween me and my son. 1 had employed 
that young man," pointing to Gordon, ''to 
ascertain the criminals ; but they were too 
well concealed, we were both baffled. But 
your declarations, sir, have roused me again, 
and if there is truth to be found on earth, or 
power in man to punish fraud, hypocrisy, and 
aeartlessness, the actors and abettors m this 
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tbu\lM df an etespiraMfies riiall be the sat 

The younger Gorddti bad iisfened without 
Iiftlhg his tj€s till the close, when casually 
fdteiiig ih^lli, he caught Vaugban's leTelled 
at him with an expression that could not be 
tnistakeh. tlh haughty ^irrt caught fire. 
He started frcJtri hfs chair. **Do you me 
nace me, dt,^ j^ald he to Vaughan, iff a torrt 
of ditttganc'e and i^nger. But hefore' he couk 
r^ply, Grordon had turned to his father 
^^ Am I, &if, the object of this unnatural sua 
picion f^ •* Hertveh forbid !" said his fathei 
as he drei!(^ back, dnd the passion of the mo 
nfYent vanqdij^hin^, sank upon his pillowi 
" Then, sir^^ said Gordon, " 1 presume (ha 
we are entitled to expect some evidence o 
this ettt'aofdlnary dutv and attention on m^ 
brother's part. Let whatever determinatioi 
to interfere With, fiay, to intercept his Icttert 
eitist, alt could hot have been intercepted — ' 

^ Not all,^ returned Vaoghan, taking Gcti 
ddn's letter from his pocket. The brothc 
drew back in uhequivocal surprise. ** Thi 
one," continued Vaughan, " it was my friend^ 
hst request that I sbotild persdnaUy delire 
!o his father, no matter in whos^ presetrce 
shmtid find him, and under what unhapp; 
delusion he might have been retained.'* 

He put it into the hand of the Barbnet. ^ 
have now, sir," said he to the younger Go 
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lion, " (lone a sacred duty, in perfect disre-' 
gard of what may be thought of my doing. 
it/V " Disregard, sir !" repeated Gordon 
haughtily, and approaching him*. 

"Understand me, Mr. Gordon," pronounc- 
ed Vaughan, firmly. ''Disregard was my 
word. I am not much "a provoker of alter- 
cation, and least of all in the family of a 
man for whom, living and dead, I felt and 
feel the interest of a soldier, and a relative. 
£ut I insist on, at least, one letter being al- 
lowed to remain in the hands for which it 
was intended ; 1 insist on justice being done 
to the widow and child of my friend j and' I 
insist on. nature and reason being suffered 
to make their way with that unhappy and 
much-abused old gentleman." 

He looked back on the Baronet, who was ' 
reading, the letter, with his face bathed in 
tears* Vaughan would not obtru^de on a 
sorrow that oad so much of repentance.. He 
bowed sternly to Gordon, and left the house ^ 
desiring the valet to infornt his master that 
he should remain in the village for the jest 
of the day. 

In the evenins he^ received a note from 
Gordon, couched in* the most conciliatory 
tetrms, regretting the misunderstanding which 
had occurred, and pledging his father, who 
was unfortunately too much indisposed to 
have the pleasure of personally seeing Major 
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VaugltfiT^ dii the subrect, to the mo.^t it 
prcmBidh ftr the " interesting surviror 
nis ever-t<sbe*fai(kiisnted brothcr^s fHmiljr 
Vaugban's task was now done ; and w 
lightened heart, be ordered the poslillk 
dtite to hh boitie. 



CHAPTER XXXIIL 



<f We w«e|H we tmiU, we love^ we marry, die ! 
Then comes the solemn, sable pageantry. 
The mute, the hearne, the mourners, and the piitat 
To close our giddy transit in the tomb.** 



Thilrk were some embarrassment! 
Vaughan, connected with his mother's ch 
6i a residence in the neighbourhood d 
late uncle^s house. It was now Courtni 

Erobably his fraudulent disinheritor,certa 
ts bitter enemy, and as certainly the tr 
phant husband of the woman who. bat 
suited and abj.ured him. 

As th^ tillage came in vi?w, Taughan 
pressed by painful emotion. The obj 
by the way-side wet^ familiar,- and t 
familiJirlty was connected with unhappy 
rhembrdnces. Halston Hall was visible 1 
the k'oad. He gave \>ttt almost involun 



jlaoee at it, ima wa« sorprWfd K^ ^H^ its 
iv'tndows clofliecL 

^ Courtney, a( feast, is not h«re,'' lie ©x- 
claifDed, and felt bis bosoig ligiuei^edi The 
postillion suddenly' drew up to^ ik^ road-i^ijde. 
^ 1 must stop, sir,'' said he, ^^ for tbe $1*9^4 
fiineraJ, that is coming round by ^be trees. 
I think it is from the Hall yonder.^' 

Vaughan's attention vi^as deftly stirred* 
The procession advanced dimly iljupougb. (be 
winding road, made doubly dark by the 
bbade of the trees and of the declining day. 

Alone, in the first mourning coach, ivijtb 
folded arms and gloonriy brow, sal the man ' 
whom he had hoped of all mankind to ^jbmi, 
bis treacherous relative, Philip Cotirtn^y. 
A fearful suspicion, that he found impossible 
to suppress, struck across his brain at the 
sight. A long train of private carriages fol- 
lowed. The cottagers were all standing ait 
their doors, and not a few, as it passed them, 
turned aside and wept. Vaughan could bear 
DO more delay. He leaped from the chaise, 
and, nervously agitated^ asked who had died? 
" Bless you," answered a peasant, " 'lis plain 
Ijhat you are a stranger in the village, by 
tba,t question, 'Tis young Mrs. Courtney, 
the sweetest lady eyes ever looked on. She 
h^d- be^n pining and drooping, one maj'say, 
a,l«iH>si ever since she married ; but her 
lr<;MiWes are over now, poor thing, and net a 
4ry eye will folioiy her to the grave." 
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Vaughan rushed wildly forwards aller (he 
funeral. ^^I must have one more sight of 
her,'' thought he, in bitter sorrow. "Yes, 
Catherine, vou loved me to the last. Your 
pride urged you to complete the sacrifice, 
and your heart has broken in the struggle. 
A villain divided us in life, but his malice can 
extend no further.'' He followed through a 
-path of the grove leading directlv to the 
church*yard. He felt his limbs fail ; there 
was a mortal sickness at his hearty a mist 
•was on bis eyes ; the world seemed to be 
gliding away from before him. He stopped 
in a transient stupor ; from which he was 
•aroused by a voice calling repeatedly and 
wildly on his name. He looked up— he 
Baw standing before him the image of her 
whom he mourned ! 

He continued gozing, but spoke not. His 
mind was in the state of one who felt con- 
scions of some mental delusion, which he yet 
wanted the power to shake ofi. He cauffbt 
hold of her hand. It was thin and cold, but 
it relumed his pressure. " She lives," cried 
Vaughan, with a burst of exultation. "By 
what miracle." He gazed upon her. "It 
is, indeed, a pining and drooping flower that 
i see, but it is enough for me that she lives." 
A painful recollection rushed to fais mind. 
" Yet, she can never live for me. This hand 
has been pledged to Courtney. . Wc have 
met for the last lime. — Once more, farewell ?' 
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^* Never, never !" cried Catherine, detain- 
; him with the gentle force of tear^« 
!top, dear, rash, cruel Francis. Though it 
ire to see me die on this spot before you, 
ver shall you leave me again, till all is 
plained. You shall not deny me a second 
aring. Oh ! how much evil might not a 
>t have spared ? I have deserved your 
;entment Francis, but not, not your scorn, 
lave endured a period of lengthened raise* 
. But you turn away ; you think that I 
serve to be abandoned ; and you desert 
therine Greville /" Vaughan, overcome by 
ubt, £ear, and love, repeated the name, 
Tour's, and your's alone !" sighed the love- 
and impassioned girl. Vaughan pressed 
burning lips on her forehead. " That^ 
rd has pronounced you mine for ever. 
I is forgotten, Catherine, my first, my only 
'€. This moment, this confession, repays 
! for a world of anguish. We will part 
inore." 

Catherine's heart was too full for words, 
t she stood looking up in Yaughan's manly 
d ardent countenance, while a gloW passed 
er her own, such as might have animated 
n other times, and placing her hand in his, 
:h a devotion and utter confidence which 
jmed to pledge their union for ever ; " I 
ire a long and strange explanation to make," 
length she said ; '^ but this is not the 

,'OL. IT, 21 
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plac? ; come wijlh mc> to th^ bouse of h 
who has b^en my bqat and iniest friends 

'^ Be Hiy euide foe tbi^ future ; benc^$>f 
i. have no will but jquv^^^ answered Vaugb^ 
and Catherine, \yuh a returning soiile^ tl 
first which had Ulumimed her cotinteoadce^fi 
manv a long day, put herarm within bis wi 
the irankoess of former time^^ 

The cavalcade which had piunged him i 
such needless sorrow was now returning* 

**Whom have they just carried to A 
grave ?" asked Vaugfaau. " I see the erw 
under which you have lain," andwered Caih* 
rine; ^^but once more let; me remind jfi 
that this is not (he place for explaQatigni 
3he locked anniously behind her. ^ Tb^ 
is one, the first in that sad proc^ssioni whoi 
we ought not to meet Just now.*' 

^^ Lead on,'' said Yaughan^ ^^ I aiB tiB 
bappy.not to be submissive, the veriest < 
your slaves, my sweet Catherine. Lead Qn. 
She led him through by->paths of fra^gpai^c 
^od dewy freshness to a cottage of romant 
beauty. At its door stood his mother. 1^ 
ru^b^Q ijDto bcjT arms. 
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CHAlPTEft XXXiV. 



OcKne now, be strict to the letter, tell it ont ; 
V\\ k^re yofn biushing sme, your smiling bopea. 
Your sunshine waaderipgcrimi^^your nightly dreams t 
iThere^s not a motnenfin Lore's calendar, 
Btit 1 will bring to book. 

PAmeas Wehb^ 



This meMitig, though not altbgeth^r out of 
stirprise, as Vi^ugban had written iinmediatii* 
]y on his landing, was yet, uhd^r such un* 
looked-for circumsianecs, one of untook^tKfor ' 
pleasure. After the first femotibn had in 
8bme degree subsided, his mothet* would 
have left the betrothed pair Id theii* inter- 
change of confidence ; but Catherine opposed 
her departure. "We can have nothing to 
8«y to each other," she said, " whith ydut 
miercst in both has not entitled you tb hfedr.*^ 

Mrs. V^ugh^n thus urged, willingly resum- 
ed her place, and Catherine commenced her 
recitJii by the events of Vaughan's absence, 
the story told by Mordaunt, ih6 advantage 
which Courtney had taken of it ; and the 
conversation which she had overheard be- 
tween Philip and his rtother, and Which, 
from all that had since occurred, she had 
yedson to believe planned for that express 
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purpose. "But still," said Catherine, her 
eyes filling, " hope, uncertain and fleeting 
visitor as it was, lingered with me; and 1 
wrote, yes, I wrote such a letter as I deemed 
would be sufficient to shew the unhappy im- 
pression that my mind had received, and 
flattered myself that your reply might be of 
a nature to remove it altogether. But, Oh! 
Francis, your long, and as I then thought, 
contemptuous silence, confirmed my worst 
fears." — "That letter, that luckless letter, 
Catherine," interrupted Mrs. Vaughan, "had 
you been but warned ; had you but informed 
me what you were about to do, and suffered 
yourself to be guided by an older and cooler 
experience, it would never have been sent, 
and this long period of causeless anxiety had 
all been spared." 

" Pity me, feel for me," said Catherine^ 
raising Mrs. Yaughan's hand affectionately 
to her lips ; " think, by what artifices I was 
assailed, of what treachery I was the object; 
yet, even then, tortured by suspicion as I 
was, I still hesitated ; for to fina that I had 
not been forgotten was my last hope on 
earth ; and then, that heart of all treachery, 
Philip Courtney, stept in, and put into my 
bands a letter, which he affirmed to have 
been written by a mutual friend in Spain, 
announcing your actual marriage. Thus ir- 
ritated, thus bewildered, urged by, my fa- 
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Iher^s remonstrances, entreaties, comroandli 
[forgive him, he knew jrou not), is it to \}k 
wondered at, that I was driven to the very 
verge of that precipice, from which 1 stiU 
shudder to look down." 

'* But," said Vaughan, all bis sOul hdng- 
ing on the words which she pronounced ^iA 
such pure and (ofty feeling, " knowing Cou^'t- 
nej as you did, his spirit of deceit, the loUr 
and subtle malevolence of his nature, dnd 
with such a motive,, such a prize in view — ^ 

'^Is there a reproach in tha f'ex press ion P 
answered she. '• I could neyer have thought 
htm base to tl>e depth of that baseness of 
which he has lately proved himself capable^ 
1 thought him driven by early extravagance 
to some meannesses which he had since re- 

§ retted, but do me the justice to acknowledge 
lat his vices are disguised by ait appear- 
ance of sincerity, a plausibility of kindness, 
well calculated to deceive. Yet he never 
possessed my friendship, never even my 
good opinion ; and 1 should have turned in 
scorn from all that he could have urged, had 
not the testitnony of your friend Mordaunt 
Compelled me to oeKeve. He had nd dcsigh 
in this ; he could know nothing of (h6 misery 
tbat it must cause. Where two of sucb op- 
posite characters agreed in the tale ; where 
friend and enemy united, might not tb^ firm- 
est confidence have been shaken, the fondest 

XOt,. II. ^l* 
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heart have felt itself abandoned and undone. 
Bat on the morning of our agonizing and 
fearful meeting in my father's house^ of 
which I still tremble to think, one word, one 
look from you, outweighed all that I had 
heard. From that hour 1 renounced Court- 
ney for ever. My father knew not what to 
believe ; but he laid his commands on me no 
further ; he left it to my guilty relative lo 
vanquish my reluctance; but what could 
overcome it then ? I was convinced that you 
had been caluminated ; and with such a con- 
viction, what motive could have bribed me 
lo accept of any other human being ?" 

^^ Yet how shall I acquit Mordaunt of the 
wretched carelessness, that produced so 
much suffering 2^ said Yaughan. 

"We all have our faults, and that levity 
evidently inherent in your friend's character 
is one not easily eradicated ; yes," continocd 
Catherine smiling, ^^ we all have our faults, 
and yours was impetuosity. Oh, had you 
not fled from me in such disdain " 

"I was, I own it, rash, unfeeling, naad; 
but I wrote to you, Catherine ; I wrote, so- 
liciting any excuse that you might offer ; my 
reply was a haughty billet frbin Courtney, 
assuring me that your marriage was irrevo- 
cably fixed. That hour pronounced sen- 
tence of my banishment from England, as I 
then thought, for ever !" 
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" I never received that letter," interrupted 
Catherine; "he must have intercepted it. 
It was easily in the power pf a bribe. His 
undisguised rage when he found that all was 
at an end between us; his subsequent and 
speedy marriage with another; and, lastly, 
the full exculpation which your mother has 
within these few days had an opportunity of 
making, have at length completely opened 
niy father's eyes to Courtney's character." 

" This, then," said Vaughan, addressing 
his mother, " is the bride of whom I heard, 
and in whom my jealous fancy could see no 
other than my own false Catherine." 

" The letter," said Mrs. Vaughan, " which 
I had previously written, and which by some 
accident you never received, would have 
prevented this mistake. I had heard on my ar- 
rival in England, that the marriage between 
Courtney and Catherine was broken off, and 
had been followed by this heartless step. 
Of course, though compelled to meet Court- 
ney subsequently on business, it was not a 
subject on which 1 could enter with him. 
Tbj&re was a touching melancholy about his 
young wife, which I traced to her unhappy 
coninexion, and, in spite of my dislike, I 
might say, my abhorrence of him, I was not 
unwilling to offer her such resources as she 
might find in my acqua^intance.'* 

"Unfortunate Amelia!" said Catherine, 
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with a tear 16 her rtiemory, " she deservid 
a belter falc. How she married P. itipf*^ 
Courtney is to ftie inconceivable. I an* coif ^ 
winced that she never loved him; bbt edu- ' 
cated in country life, she might have beeh 
dazzled by hii^ showy manners. She had 
been, in former days, a schoolfellow of «£^;«e; 
and when she married, gave me many press- 
ing invitations to her bouse, which I was of 
coiirse compelled to refuse.'* W 

" Yet I fiiwJ you here, my love,'^ said Vau- r 
ghan. 

" You find mc, indeed, here,'' refumed ^ 
Catherine, in a tone of deep feeling j " but ^ 
remember where you saw poor Amelia ^ 
Courtney borne to-day, and par^n me. 
The knowledge that she had made a man of 
dissipated habits and debased principles her 
husband, came upon hfr but too soon^ it 
preyed like a worm upon her heart; con- 
sumption seized her delicate constitution. 
When she gave up all hope of life, sbt wrote, 
imploring me not to carry my resentment 
against her husband so far as to deny her 
the consolation of seeing me on her death- 
bed. Your mother oflfered to receive mc, 
and give the opportunity of. visiting mj 
unhappy friend. Our tdeeting produced an 
^^mmedlate explanation, and she was prepar- 
ing to write to you, whert your tetter ;m»- 
nouncing your intended return to Engli.nd 
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received. Amelia Courtney died last 
; and it is as a tribute of my esteem • 
5ity for her that I wear this mourning." 
le married her for her fortune," said 
Vaughan ; " but I am inclined to think, 
in his eagerness to secure it, he has 
reached himself. There has been some 
' in the settlements; her father is a cold 
:autious man ; and now that the unhap- 
melia is no more, I should. think that 
tney is undone." 

.nd now for less painful topics," said 
;han ; '^ there is an introduction to which 
k forward with no small anxiety; to 
ral Greville." 

shall return to town immediately," an- 
id Catherine ; ^^ Mrs. Yauehan and 
>elf must accompany me. There is but 
Irawback on the pleasure I should an- 
ite. Julia Gordon and her child have 
for some time our guests. The account 
3r husband mu?t have by this time 
led her. I own I dread to meet her 
w." . 

lo more sorrow for such a day as this," 
Vaughan ; " where you go, 1 shall fol- 
— where you are happy, I shall be hapi- 
The world has bright days in the midst 
its trials ; and, if we find it toO'dtrk, 
nust only make a little fairy world pf^ 
>wn, a world of faith and fondness. Yoq 






smite at my romance, Catherioe^ bot W 
love has the wand of an enchanter, ind c^ 
turn the very sands of the desert iiifo|old? 
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CHAPTER XXXF. 



Bat V0W I am retarmd, aii4 that war-tbo«g^ti 
Have left tbeir placet vacant, in tbeir rooms 
€one thMnilng wil and cMitMe Itesurati 

JBkakbMtru 



Tt was now the general vrisfa to return t 
town as soon as possible. . Catherine antic 
paled the pleasure whith her talher^t h^ai 
would receive at the sight of her restore 
happiness i and, he had suflTered so much ui 
easiness almost from the very hour of bis a 
rival, and had always expressed so aflfe< 
tionate a solicitude on her account, thiat sfc 
felt it her first duty to relieve his anxiiisr 
She wrote a few hasty tines, announcing b< 
intended return, and the happy eircuoisl^i 
ces with which it was connected,, hut deSe 
ring mor^ minute explanation till their r6^ 
fog* General Greville was perfectly satis^ 
to await the appointed time for the final. 4 
closure; for be had seen enough of the i 
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j^ti tp which Cath^rine^a indignation, when 
0lie deemed it just, had power to carrjr her, 
lb believe that Yaughan would not have 
bnQn able to effect such an entire reconcitia* 
tioQ without having adduced strong evidence 
iQ his favour. 

On their arrival, his future son was re- 
ceived with a cordial and manly welcome. 
^ r am glad,'' said the General, " that the 
affair has turned out as it has ; and Cathe- 
rine, now that I see your choice, I find it 
easier tb forgive the obstinacy of your reso- 
tutioti.'^ Vaughan bowed. ** I had but this 

Siri, Major Vairghan, and pleased myself with 
ie idea of installing her husband, whoever 
lie might be, in the rights of the son whom 
Fate had denied me ; but ladies, mv dear 
Sir, are capricious beings at best, and I wa& 
lieginning to fear that she would never give 
IKt9 the opportunity." 

" Spare me," said Catherine, playfully si- 
lencing him; ^^this gentleman knows the 
full extent of my caprice already ; let the 
piisi be i9r^otten, or he will absolutely think 
tbat I could not have lived without hino." 

" Nay, never blush, my girl ; there is no 
aibfUQe but in denying our honourable feet 
ings. 1 see by your eye^, before your \\p9 
have told it, that you are about to p^dget 
yojurself to aji injured, not a repentant lover^ 
^--antd this \» as it should be. The man who, 
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after trying to gain the affections of a confid 
ing and innocent woman, abandons her, is 
among the worst evils of society ; he is an* 
swerable for every misery of her life ; his 
shame ought to be branded on his brow for 
a cnark to all mankind. I could extend no 
mercy to heartlessness.'* 
' " Ah ! Sir," said Vaughan, " could you 
think, that one who had once ascertained 
the value of this hand could lightly throw if 
by?" 

"No," said the General, feelingly ; "you 
sought and won her, in her orphan, her mo6l 
unprotected state, — and deserve her now. 
You have had somq trials, but they are past 
not to return, if the possession of ample 
means and a father^s blessing may avert 
them from you." 

" There is but one shade on our felicitj 
noWfl" said Catherine, " which is" (and she 
sighed) "that all are not equally blest; mj 
poor cousin Julia !" 

" And why Julia ?" returned the General 
" is there but one man in the world, thinl 
you, that a fair lady can fall in love with T 

" I see too plainly," said Mrs. Vaughan 
" that you have yet to learn the unhapp; 
tidings of Gordon." 

" Gordon !" repeated the General, laugl 
ing; "why, has he been playing the c< 
quette ? But come, I hate long explanation! 
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the shortest way to set all ait rest is to let 
you judge for yourselves ;" and, opening the 
folding-doors, he displayed to their astonisfi- 
ed eyes a scene which fixed them to the spot ; 
Julia by the side of her husband ! 

" There, there," said General Greville, his 
countenance beaming with that benevolence 
which was the spring of every action, " what 
melancholy tale have you to tell to these 
good people, Captain Gordon ?" 

Vaughan advanced towards him, and shak- 
ing him most cordially by the hand, '^ I am 
at a loss how to express my astonishment, 
my sincere joy, at this unlooked-for event." 

" Yes, yes, satisfy his curiosity by all 
means," said the General, impatiently; "ex- 
plain, if there be any thing to explain. For 
my part, I see nothing very surprising, — no- 
thing but what is very natural in this busi- 
ness. Gordon was wounded, carried off by 
our commissariat, and intercepted by a party 
of French fugitives, who made free with his 
cart, and left him to recover in a French cot- 
tage, or die as he pleased." 

" The state in which you left me, my dear 
friend," said Gordon, " was such as suflS- 
ciently to justify your present amazement. I 
have little to tell in addition to the GeneraPs 
story ; as you see, chance and constitution 
enabled me to combat the great enemy. I 
was slain at the War-Office, but kept alive 
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bj an old French peasant and his wife, and 
was recovered time enough to reach England 
almost as soon as yourself.^ 

All was now harmonj in this united house- 
hold. When a few dajs had elapsed, Vau- 
ghan, remembering the devices which Court- 
ney had employed, and dreading any farther 
obstruction on his part, implorea the General 
to permit him to fix a day for the marriage. 

** Not so fa^t," was the answer; ** this is no 
eyery-day marriage, and shall be celebrated 
in a style befitting the occasion. Yon must 
allow the lady at least time to consult her 
rnilliner, and me to assemble my friends. As 
for Courtney, he has by this time perplexi- 
ties of his own sufficient tQ keep him at a dis- 
tance; or, if he should approach, he shall 
learn a lesson addressed more to his feelings 
than to his understanding.'^ 
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CHAPTER XXXVI. 



Thfi spirit that I haye tff en 
Maybe a deyil, and the devil Hath power 
T' asBume a pleaving shape. 

ShaktpeaM* 



Mrs^ Courtney wj« still a leader among 
the leaders ai Brighton. Her parties were 
brilliant, and ber daughters were belles; shc( 
herself had foresworn matrimony, hut she 
"was only the more in fashion ; and the migh- 
tiest of the mighty had found it desirable ra« 
ther to soften her rivalry than to contest her 
power. 

She felt, however, that she was playing a 
desperate game; and, with the spirit of de- 
spair, she determined that, if it was her last^ 
it should be worthy of her fame, Gordon^ 
Seraphina's declared lover, had been absent 
for a week, called away by " most pressing 
business" to Staffordshire. In a few dayij 
after his departure, the Morning Post an- 
nounced that " Sir William Gordon, of Gor- 
don Castle, Staffordshire, tong an invalid, 
bi»ving abruptly received the intelligence of 
the death of his gaFIant son. Captain GordoDi 
of the 72d, had died of the sbecfc Withlo a 
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few hours ; and was succeeded in his title 
and estates by his fashionable and accom- 
plished heir, now Sir Reginald Gordon, 
feart." 

Jack Flatter was instantly consulted. His 
advice was short and stern. '^ Leave this 
paradise of fools ; in another week you must 
oe undone. 1 see your predicted ruin in the 
softest smile of your fondest Marchioness. 
As to your new fiaronet, if you want to find 
his match, marry him yourself.'' 

The handsome widow looked at the sar; 
castic visage of her adviser, as Faust might 
have looked at Mephistophiles, in ridicule, 
surprise, and fear. 

"Do you want to know more?" said Flat- 
ter. — ^'^Why then I will tell you that this 
Gordon will be no son-in-law of your's. He 
is a heartless, subtle, and unprincipled pur- 
suer of his indulgences. — You may rejoice in 
your daughter's escape." 

"And m my own beggary, I. suppose," 
said Mrs. Courtney, with a sigh from the 
depths of her bosom. " You know, or you 
must be told, Flatter, that my principal cred- 
itor has given me but one week's respite on 
the strength of this match. Gordon will not, 
dares not break it off. I am even persuaded 
of his attachment to Seraphina." 

"Gordon," was the reply, "is attached to 
Seraphina, probably enough, just as he is at- 
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ched to every pretty womi^n that passes 
ifore his eye. But he has restraints, bonds^ 
rangements — in short, my cfcftr widow, inr, 
•it upon no more of my knowledge.'^' 
" Devil," exclaimed Mrs, Courtney, wIKb^ 
(ter smile, '^ why am I to be tantalized in 
lis manner? What encumbrance has he 
x)n his inclinations? what control now? 
hai necessity to follow any will but bifi 
ivn ?''. 

" All those questbns may be answered 
ith more ease than, for your sake, my 
andsome Mamma, I should desire« His 
icessity arises from having anticipated his 
icome, and bein^ tied up from mortgaging ; 
hich will prevent his paying his tncum- 
rance^ a bond of twenty thousand pounds; 
hich will prevent his getting rid of what you 
all, and fairly enough, the control of your 
)rmer friend, Champetre's friend, every 
ody's friend, the fair philanthropisi, Lady 
)iana Prudely !'' 

Mrs. Courtney was thunderstruck, but soon 
artially relieved herself, by the simple mode 
f doubting Flatter's authority. 

" Never lay that flattering unction to your 
3ul. My authority is unquestionable. I 
ad it last night, in peculiar friendship, from 
ne of the greatest scoundrels of my acquain- 
jnre, a fellow who, of course, on the mere 
Lrength of his reputation, m^kes Kis way m- 
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to the very first circles. He was a reject 
adorer of her ladyship, and in mere delicc 
feels it a duty to thwart her further infidc 
ties. In two days Gordon will be here, 
two days her ladyship will arrive, bond 
hand, payable either in money or i»acria( 
In the next four and twenty hours, the bai 
net will be Benedict, the married man." 

" What has become of Champetre," ss 
Mrs. Courtney, with the quickness of one 
whom a sudden scheme has suggested ilsc 

"Lounging at Worthing in the fondest i 
curity. The death of her ladyship's husba 
bad given a new turn to his thoughts, a 
her jointure became an object of his affi 
tions. She abandoned the colonel on tt 
happy occasion, and winged her way to t 
Continent ; there her reputation had precc 
ed her, and there she sustained her repu 
tion. Returning through mere ennui^ s 
dropped into Charopetre's way, as a pearl 
saia to drop into the jaws of an oyster. T 
bond with Gordon is •an afiair of this coi 
nental trip, and her ladyship, sick of Cha 
petre's exquisite stupidity, and stimulated 
once by avarice and ambition, is watch: 
your new-fledged baronet as the hawk wat< 
es the pigeon." 

Mrs. Courtney made a note in her met 
randum-book. — "Now, Flatter," said she, 
must have no more lectures. My mine 
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made up on two things. The first is, to hav6 
this baronet for Seraphina ; the next, to ex- 
pose, to extinguish, this monopolizing Lady 
Diana, whom I thoroughly detest, and whom, 
indeed, as a mother, and as a friend to public 
principle I — " 

Flatter laughed out, and she left the sen- 
tence unfinished. 

The result of the consultation was, that for 
the double purpose of pre-occiJj;)ying Sir Re- 
ginald Gordon, and of fixing him irrevocably 
to Seraphina, a fancy ball should be given 
on the night of his arrival. 

The ball was given, it was superb. Sera- 
phina was in peculiar captivation. Even 
Martha, to whom the country air had given 
pretensions, on which Mrs. Courtney had 
commanded her to lay siege to the soul of a 
retired Indian general, whose body had van- 
ished under age and the liver complaint, fig- 
ured as a belle on that night of triumph. Sir 
Rednald Gordon was present, and in the 
hignest possible animation. Neil Gow's 
band, that ubiquitarian troop, whose harps 
and fiddles seem to meet u$ at all corners of 
the isle at once, was in full' Hfi'fnony, and the 
votaries of Terpsichore,. as, the papers say. 
were * tripping it on the light fantastic toe,' 
If hen Gordon and Seraphina withdrew from 
the quadrille, loaded with admiration, and 
exhausted with mutual delight, into the r^:- 
frc«hment-roonir. • • ' 
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They were followed by Mrs. Courli 
vigilatil eye ; but she would nut inirude. 
knew that in matters of the he^ri, moo 
like this were invaluable; that love spet 
and lemonade bad a thousand times «or 

f;ether; and that half the booby lord? 
isping countesses of her circle had over 
their horror of declaration under cov 
ices and bonbons* 

The dance went on. Supper was anni 
ed, and ihe multitude rushed down it 
appetite and pretended sport to feed, 
Courtney reserved a place next the tl 
for her future sod. But he did not coi 
claim this distinguished honour. He 
Bou^rh^ for, but in vain. 

The fair Seraphina was now missc 
her mother^s inquiring eye. She too 
sought Cor in vain. In the midstof hei 
turbalion, Mrs. Courtney saw Flatter m 
his way towards her through the lines 
kept their places with the most resolut 
cipline. He took the vacant seat. ^^G( 
is gone off,** whispered he. 

" With Seipgi.phina ?^^heavens !" reti 
the matron, i. 

" No ; with Lady Di. as I warned 
She had an interview with him within 
ten minutes. He was reluctant. Shi 
duced the bond ; tho menace produce 
%ffccl in the shape of an order lor the 
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net's travelling carriage ; they are already 
on their way to London, ana after that, 
wherever her ladyship's fancy may please." 

" For once 1 have outwitted her ladyship," 
thought Mrs. Courtney, with anticipated tri- 
umph, " were they followed ?'l 

" That is more than I can tell, unless it 
was by the gaze and laughter of all the mob 
of the hotel.'' 

"But what can have become of Seraph- 
ina ?" 

" There my knowledge fails me." 

Morning dawned on Mrs. Courtney sleep- 
less, and with it came a letter, ft Was sign- 
ed Seraphina, Comtesse de Valincourt^ and 
"implored her dearest mamma's forgiveness 
for having given way to the impulse of a too 
tender attachment to the most interesting of 
men, a noble emigre^ next heir to a duchy, 
under the old regime of France. He had 
met her in her wanderings on the cliffs ; their 
minds were congenial ; nature and sentiment 
had decreed that their hearts should not be 
divided ; and as they dreaded her repug- 
nance, she had given way to the Count's en- 
treaty for a private marriage." 

" Fool !" exclaimed Mrs. Courtney, " yod 
are a beggar for life !" She rang the bell, it 
was unanswered!. She rang more violently ; 
one of the footthen at length c^me up, breath« 
less, and looking alarm, she inquired what 
had detained him ? . . 
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** Sir Reginald Gordon, Madam.*' 

**What of him? Order a post-chaise.'' 

^^ He is dead, Madam ; and (hej are noir 
bringing him down the Sleyne to the York, 
Madam." 

'^ Has the man lost his senses ? Dead! im- 
possible ! How could it have happened T 

" Shot hy Colonel Champetre, Madam. 
The Colonel folio ired Sir Reginald on the 
way to London ; they say on account of his 
wife ; and Sir Reginald is now coming back a 
corpse in the chaise, Madam.^ 

Mrs. Courtney was overwhelmed* This 
was her doing. Determined to counteract 
Lady Diana, she had sent a sarcastic note 
to the Colonel, acquainting him with her 
ladyship's intention of engrossing Sir Regi^ 
nald. 

Champetre was a coxcomb ; but the lan« 
guage of this bitter and contemptuous note 
stimulated him to revenge. Her ladyship 
^as missed almost immediately ; and* the 
Colonel mounted his horse, and followed full 
speed to Brighton. There again Be was 
baflfled. He followed again, and overtook 
the fugitives a few miles on the road. He 
demanded that the lady should be given up in- 
stantly. Her ladyship resisted with screams. 
Gordon, who would have been rtjoiced to 
get rid of her on any other terms, could not 
abandon her under the appearauce of force. 
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Accordingly, he accepted the Colonel's de^- 
ance ; and scorning the quarrel, and despis- 
ing the object, he took his stand. Their 
pistols were discharged together. A ball 
went through Cbampetre's knee, and lamed 
him for life. Sir Reginald was shot through 
.the heart, and dropped dead without a word. 

There is a remnant of human feeling in the 
Iternest bosom of woman. Mrs. Courtney, 
proud by nature, and hardened by the habits 
of her ambitious and struggling life, was still 
woman ; and she could not reflect on thu 
mischief that she bad done, without a keen 
and remorseful pang. The blood of this 
wretched profligate, cut off in the very flower 
of his sin, was on her head. Years might 
have brought him a change of mind; acci- 
dent or mercy might have taught him peni- 
tence; but now her unhappy hand had as 
much broken off* his hope of better, as if she 
had flred the pistol that extinguished him ii\ 
the midst of all his evil. 

Seraphina's letter met her eye. She tore 
it in mingled disdain and anguish. Her 
knowledge of the world told her of what 
materials a stolen match with an "interest* 
ing cm/]fifre" was composed. She looked upon 
Seraphina as duped by some travelling valet, 
who had assumed his master's title, and aj^ 
of course, utterly lost to her and to society. 

From Martha she expected but little relief 
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in this sea of troubles. Her contemptuoos 
.and sneering spirit was no pillow for tbe 
bruised feelings of her clever and unhappy 
mother* From Lady Lovemore all hope 
was out of the question. A separation^ bad 
been already determined on by her antiquaft- 
.ed Lord, and the wrongs of both parties had 
been laid at the door of her who had birought 
'this ill-suited couple into the bitter bonds of 
matrimony. 

, To Julia how could she apply ? There was 
a time when, in her haughty selfishness, she 
would not have hesitated to demand from 
this injured daughter all that she could give; 
but that time was past; 9 quick and deep 
sense of the return due to her long abandon- 
ment of this gentlest and most sensitive of all 
her children, had come upon her, and she 
.flung away the pen that had just commenced 
a letter of reconciliation. 

Of her son she had long ceased to receive 
any tidings. The last which she had heard, 
.even in general rumour, represented him as 
totally ruined, and struggling to keep up ap* 
pearances by means whose result might drive 
him from sopiety altogether. 

Martha found her in the midst of this over- 
whelming depression. The intelligence of 
her sister's elopement had already spread 
through tlie town, and she had returned laden 
u'ith the snoors and galling condolences of 
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the whole beau nionde. Her indignation at 
Seraphina's conduct was boundless. The 
idea of elopement, of which she spoke as at 
all times degrading, unfeminine, and child- 
ishly romaniic, was ^^ doubly base in this 
time of family perplexity.^' 

The day passed away in solitude ; and as 
the evening fell, and twilight was dropping 
that propitious veil under which tears and 
blushes are equally concealed, Martha pro* 
posed a walk on the cliff, as a balm for the 
head-ach, which had oppressed both during 
the day. 

The air was refreshing, and the London 
groups wandering to catch cold from library 
to library ; the sounds of the broken voices, 
and exhausted pianos, which they delight in 
as harmony ; and even the rattle of the loo- 
tables,, amused Mrs. Courtney with a rude 
picture of the world of May Fair. She even 
oegan to think, that exceptiq^ that there 
were fewer titles, less ruinous fooleries, and 
less bitter scandals among the idlers before 
her, the diflference was but little. 

Martha was less amused, glanced at the. 
hour, complained of the sea-breeze, and re- 
turned to the house for a more protecting 
shawl. Mrs. Courtney lingercjd on the cliffi^* 
half forgetting her delinquencies and thetf^^PI 
fruits, in the bustle of the Steyne. 

Jack Flatter passed her, ^nd suddenly re^ 
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turned with a look of stirprise. " What, 
^idow^ you here still? I had thought that 
Brighton w^ts to weep the vanishing of its 
brightest ornament.^ 

" Have done with this style. You shall 
see me in that character no more* To-mor- 
row I leave Brighton; and, but let it be a 
secret with you, England, for heaven know^ 
where." 

'* All inconceivable ! It was but this mo- 
tnent that 1 called at your house; a post« 
chaise had just left the door, and 1 was told 
by the fair soubrette, wiih a most gracious 
.^[imile, that her mistress had left Brighton in 
that post-chaise." 

" There must be some new villany in this. 
Will you come with me?" said the lady, hur- 
rying to the house. 

*' To the world's end !" said Flatter, with 
his habitual bow and tone. 

There Mrs. Courtney found a note frond 
Martha, ^ lamenting the severe necessity un- 
der which she found herself of attending her 
husband Captain Montague, who had receiv- 
ed an unexpected order to join his regiment; 
she having been married to him that morn- 
ing, and keeping her marriage secret only 
^.. by his positive commands. She now implo^ 
* ed forgiveness," &c. 

Mrs. Courtney held the note in her hand 
in a state of stupor. Flatter took it from 
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her. *' Montague !" exclaimed he ; " rascal ! 
the very fellow whom I mentioned to you as 
having given me the information about Cham- 
petre, a showy scoundrel enough ; but the 
maker of his own commission ; in short, a 
notorious black-leg. Where pould he have 
met your daughter ?" 

Mrs. Courtney's heart smote her. It was 
she who had brought him into the house to 
assist her plot against Lady Diana. The 
pretended Captain was not worth a shilling; 
the house was showy ; the mother pre8ume4 
to be still rich; the daughter was disgusted 
with singleblessedness, and determined not 
to be the only unmarried one of the family. 
The swindler saw a hope in at least the con- 
nexion ; and Martha was made bi$ ^ixth wife 
jiving. 
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CHAPTER XXXVII. 



Tbic k ft fellow. Sir, that would draw blood 
Were jou mail-proof. He hath an eye th*t glaret 
With fiery meioories. Gird on your aword^ 
Befoia you come athwart him. 



The month of preparation which General 
Greville^s decree bad pronounced had near- 
ly glided by. It seemed to be a sort of un- 
derstood compact between the now happy 
members of the domestic party, that Philip 
Courtney^s name, associated wit h so many 
unwelcome remembrances, should be buried 
in oblivion ; and by degrees the apprehension 
which had once been entertained of further 
obstruction on his part had completely sub- 
sided. 

One night, as Yaughan was hastening 
home through Park Lane, which, never a 
very frequented spot, was at this time unusu- 
Ally lonely, he found himself closely followed 
by a man, who began to accost him in a 
atyle and manner so peremptory, as seemed' 
to iojply that violence would be resorted to 
if his request were not complied with. 
Vaughan had no doubt that the fellow had 
robbery in view, and looked round to ascer- 
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tain whether he should have to contend with 
one footpad or many. But they were stilt 
alone. Vaughan stopped, and demanded, 
why he followed him. 

The man drooped bis head. ^'I am a 
desperate man, Sir ; made desperate by utter 
ruin !" was the reply ; " nor do 1 suffer alone. 
My shame and guilt have involvied a wife and 
two children. They must follow me to a 
prison ; and it may oe well for them to find 
shelter even there, for this night they may 
have no other home. They must perish, or 
1 must perish. Beware how you deny me.'' 

yaughan, moved by the despairing accent^ 
in which this was pronouncedi said, " You 
take a bad mode of relief; but follow me 
where 1 can hear what you have to say ; and 
if you prove not altogether unworthy — — '' 

" Unworthy !" returned the man, impa^> 
tiently, '' then I have no hope. Have 1 not 
alreacly told you that I am bowed down by 
guilt and shame ; but they, they for whom I 
plead, are innocent. Save them, and leave 
me to my fate !" 

" Follow me," said Vaughan ; " but I re- 
peat, that I must know more of you." And 
turning into the first coffee-house, he ordered 
a private room. 

The waiter stared at the appearance of his 
companion. 

•' Well," said Vaughan, when they were 
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secure from interruption^ ^^ what further ha\ 
you to tclK" 

** I hare told all,'' said the man, sternly 
^I have already said that I am reduced 1 
the lowest poverty.'' 

*^ And what can have reduced you to th 
extremity ; you have not the appearance ( 
a common mendicant ; what has plunged yo 
into this desperate career." 

** Folly, waste, credulity mocked by fals 
bopes, a villain's airy promises, all have coa 
btned to work my destruction. I have a| 
pealed to none as I have appealed^to you 
the death of my children will be at you 
door if you refuse me»" 

Vaughan was penetrated by the almos 
convulsive agony impressed on every feature 
*^ Take this card and this purse ; see if whs 
it contains be enough to relieve your neces 
sities for to-night, and call on me to-morrow.' 

The man grasped the purse with the eager 
ness of a savage joy. He next glanced oi 
the card ; and, hurrying to the table on whici 
a lamp was burning, he held the light ful 
up in Yaughan^'s face, scanning his feature 
with a look of wild astonishment. "Thi 
name, — tliat countenance ! — can it be ? Wer 
iny ^jes blinded or my senses maddened 
that I did not know you before ? Is it Mi 
Vaughan that I indeed see ? When last I sai 
you, I was in the service of your relation,- 
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more properly, your enemy, Mr. Philip 
Courtney. We met in an evil hour. 1 had 
known better days, wild and unprofitable 
perhaps, — but still not those (ff a menial. 
Now, Sir, let me reveal a tale of iniquity. 
When you left England, you were high in 
favour with your uncle ; but your absence 
gave room to your enemy. He gained the 
car of the old gentleman, then feeble both in 
body and mind. He slandered you; his 
story was artful. But, in his hatred, he 
pushed his falsehood too far, — he overshot 
his mark. Your uncle, probably, had begun 
to suspect, from his very eagerness to wrong 
you, that there was villainy at the bottom. 
Whatever might be the reason, he died with- 
out altering the will, which had been a year 
ago made in your favour. My master, or 
rather my accomplice in many an act that I 
shall regret as long as I have life, was furious 
at the disappointment; he instantly tried a 
scheme, for which you could now bring him 
to a miserable end. You have heard of the 
previous will ?" 

" I have not merely henrd of it, but have 
it in my possession,'' said Vaughan, deeply 
Agitated with this variety of fortunate and 
painful intelligence. 

" Then, Sir, the way is clear,'' said Ben* 
son ; ** the will by which Courtney has seized 
the estate is not worth tljte paper it is writtei^ 
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on. It is a total forgery ; I was, with shame 
I say it, one of the subscribing witnesses.^' 

^ I et,'^ said Yaughan, hesitating, and look- 
ing at Benson's gloomy countenance, with 
something like doubt expressed in his own; 
*^ has no pique against your late master 
instigated you to this ? May I trust you ?'' 

^^ z ou may," said Benson, firmly ; ^ and 
the motive is plain. Courtney had need of 
an agent in his scheme ; and he made choice 
of me, because he knew me to be undone, — 
poor, wretchedly poor, and felt that the 
money which h« onered was a strong temp- 
tation. He cheated me like the rest; he 
satisfied some trifling demands from time to 
time, but the stipulated bribe for my life has 
never been paid nor half paid. To-night my 
effects, such as they were, were to be the 
prey of my creditors ; my wife and children 
were to be driven out houseless. I went to 
Courtney, and laid my case before him ; but 
I had found him in an unlucky hour. You 
may have heard that he married some time 
since a reputed fortune, and buried her not 
long afterwards ; but her money bad never 
been received \ on this night he had been at 
her father^s house to demand the . pairment. 
The father, disgusted, had spurned bim. U 
was in this mood that I found him. 

" He derided my misery, he denied my 
claims, commaaded me from his presence 
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and, when I still lingered at the dot>r, drove 
me out n ilh a blow. I left his house, vowing 
never to return^ — the blow fresh in my me- 
mory, and indefinite thoughts of vengeance 
in my head. Frantic, 1 hurried to a low 
gaming-house, — my last resource. I staked, 
and lost my last shilling. Despairing, I rush- 
ed into the street, and met with you, my 
deliverer. It was well that you turned not a 
deaf ear to my tale." 

Yaughan listened to this fierce confession 
with horror and astonishment. ^^ Those things 
must be sustained by evidence," said he, 
" Your testimony is strong, but •" 

^^I.arn aware of my unhappy character, 
Sir,'' replied Benson ; " hut I have served 

Jou before now. It was I that discovered 
is attack upon your life, and warned you of 
a second attempt ; when you departed from 
England, my heart felt lightened of a load. 
But now, Sir, will you follow me ? Courtney 
is at home. The charge must be made with- 
out delay ; he leaves town to-morrow. Your 
very sight, in my company, will wring con- 
fession from him ; he will know that further 
contest will be useless." 

*' If," said Vaughan, his generous mind 
shrinking from the painful interview, " I were 
sure of finding Courtney at home at this 
hour, — '*• 

^Ifl" said Benson, fiercely ^ '^iisucba 
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•take to be tfaroirn away ? Take me while { 
tm in the mood, Mr. Vaughan ; your fortune 
is in my power. If i chos^ to recant my 
evidence, it is lost. Should Courtney try 
bis temptation to-ni^ht, i may change my 
purpose ; 1 may be doubly a villain by to- 
morrow.'' 

' ^^ Go oo,'' said Vaughan ; and in silence 
ihey reached Courtney ^^ house. 

Courtney was alone when they entered; 
there was wine upon the table before him, 
and his flushed countenance and heavy eyes 
betrayed the nature of his refuge agamst 
uneasy thoughts. Vaughan looked at him 
almost with a sentiment of compassion. He 
could scarcely recognise the handsome and 
fashionable man whose society he had sought, 
and whose animated manners had intro- 
duced him so much into the circles of the 
gay and fashionable. Courtney started and 
turned deadly pale as he was announced. 
The unexpected sight of Vaughan, thus at- 
tended, opened his eyes instantaneously to 
his danger; but still his former presence of 
mind did not quite forsake him. He attempt- 
ed to stammer forth a feeble welcome, and 
even extended his hand with something like 
the familiarity of former days. 

" It is too much. Sir," said Vaughan indig- 
nantly ; ^ 1 must be now aware of the deceit 
which you would practise upon me. It can 
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arail you no longer. I bring a charge against 
you of so foul a nature, that he who has no 
mfcans to disprove it, can never hope to hold 
up his head in the world again. But we are 
united by the ties of blood, Courtney. Agree 
to give up your ill-gotten possessions without 
a struggle, and I pledge myself that the 
transaction shall never be brought forward/' 

" I scorn your contemptuous, your pitiless 
mercy!" said Courtney, stamping with rage. 
^^ What is life without the means of sustain- 
in<( it ? Who would believe the tale which I 
might tell, that saw me thus despoiled, de- 
graded, stripped of my last shilling?" He 
flung himself into the chair, filled his glass 
to the brim, and drank it off. 

^^ I know the world," said he, in a low and 
sneering tone; ^M know its tender mercies, 
and will never go forth in it again to meet 
the scorn, the insolent obloquy which awaits 
me there : but 1 have resources which will 
not fail me, and which not you, Sir, nor you, 
black and treacherous villain !" darting a 
fierce glance at Benson, ^' have heart enough 
to try or dream of." 

He flung open the door, and rushed furi- 
ously by them. 

"What can this mean!" exclaimed Vau- 
ghan : " have his contrivances been deeper 
than you were aware? have you brought 
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forward a charge which you have not the 
power to prove ?" 

^ No,'' said Benson, ^ it is altogether im- 
poftsible. This is merely a bravado: he can 
nave i>o document which my evidence would 
not turn to waste paper*'' 

The report of a pistol was heard. Vau- 
ghan flew up the stairs in horror, and burst 
open the chamber-door. His unhappy rela- 
tive was stretched on the floor, a fearful 
spectacle ! Life was utterly gone. He lay 
^n his back ; his teeth clenched ; his open 
eyes glaring with an almost living expression 
of despair. The pistol was in one hand; 
the other had been instinctively struck upon 
his wound. The floor was covered with 
blood. Vaughan turned av/ay in anguish. 
Benson stood gazing, and unable to draw bis 
eyes from the dead. 



HUSBAND HUNTING. 877 



CHAPTER XXXVIIl. 



Now are our woes all come to pleasant ends ; 
Our dcopping tears are dried by sunshine smiles ; 
Our wringing bands are laid on merry bearts ; 
Our wandering locks tbat wore the cypress leaves 
Shall now be braided with rich jewelry ; 
Our voices, griefs^ companions, shall be tuned 
To silver harmonies that, tike the lark. 
Shall wake the morn, and then outwatcb the moony 
More sweet and constant than the nightingale. 

rhintat Webb, 



Mrs. Courtket^s establishment at Brigh- 
ton now came under the hand of the law; 
and her bijouterie gave a new subject, at 
once, for the admiration of the loungers of 
this classic and conversational spot, and for 
the florid eloquence of Pulpit, its celebrated 
orator, politician, and auctioneer. 

Her spirit was broken : deserted by her 
children, foiled in all her personal prospects, 
insulted by the open ridicule, or worse, by 
the affected pity of her fashionable associ-* 
ates, she at length felt of what feeble and 
visionary materials the glories of high life 
are made. 

Vj^ughan and Catherine were generous 
and feeling in their offers of kindness; but 
she refused all pecuniary assistance, and 
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with the trivial wreck of her property pre- 
pared to bury herself in some of the obscure 
and cheap villages of the Continent. Till 
final arrangements could be made, she came 
to London, and there shut herself out from 
all intercourse with society. 

Vaughan alone was i^n exception, his sen- 
sitive delicacy, and noble ingenuousness, had 
won upon her, and with tears which he vain- 
ly sought to check, she lamented the injuries 
which she had in her day of folly and pride, 
attempted to do him and his love. 

She refused all knowledge of what was 
passing in the world, and it was only by 
Vaughan's representing the necessity of 
completing the business which devolved oq 
her by the death of her son, that she ex- 
pressed a wish for his opening the letters 
which had lain on her table for a week to- 
gether. 

One of these was from Lord Lovemore's 
agent, announcing his Lordshi'p^s death, and 
the unexpected discovery that he had been 
privately married to a celebrated danseuse of 
the Vienna theatre ten years before. The 
true wife, who had been silenced by the 
payment of a large pension, and the perfect 
indulgence of her own modes of living, had 
come to England on the intelligence of her 
old lord's demise. The letter concluded 
with the agent's <* most respectful regretf 
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that he could not henceforth have the high 
satisfaction of honouring Miss Courtney's 
bills for the anoount of her annuity." 

" The next letter," said Vaughan, as he 
opened it, "is from your daughter. Lady 
Gordon." 

"Close it again, my dear sir." said Mrs. 
Courtney, with a deep sigh. " From Julia I 
am determined to receive nothing, not even 
compassion. Her I treated with a severity, 
at which I now wonder; and from her, now 
happy, honoured, and rich, I would rather 
die than receive services imbitlered by the 
remembrance of my tyranny ; I must not 
disguise it, it deserves no other name." 

" But this letter, I can perceive from the 
first line, is neither of compassion nor of tri- 
umph ; Julia is ill." 

There is something in the parental tie, 
that however it may have been stretched, 
can never be broken. Mrs. Courtney's 
hefirt felt an indescribable pang at the sound. 
The world seemed to be forcibly torn away 
from her by the chance of such a loss. She 
seized the letter, and read it with breathless 
eagerness. 

It was simple and expressive. An entrea- 
ty, that " as her dear mother would not ho- 
nour her by allowing of her visits when able 
to make them, she would, at least, not refuse 
her dutiful and affectionate daughter the con- 
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solation of seeing her, when she could see 
her on I J on a sick bed." — The letter was 
finished by Gordon, who said that Julia was, 
from illness, unable to write any further, and 
implored Mrs. Courtney's presence to re- 
ceive ^' perhaps the dying prayers of her 
child.'' 

We must conclude our history. Julia bad 
been seized with a fever, and on her mo- 
ther's arrival in Stafford !>hire was in a state 
of danger that utterly subdued the remaining 
hardness of that proud and worldly heart. 
She knelt by her daughter's bedside, and 
for the first time?for many a year offered up 
the mingled tears and prayers of contrition. 
Julia recovered ; and her mother, still more 
softened by what she believed was an an- 
swer to her agony of prayer, imbibed at 
that bedside hopes and feelings, more sacred 
and consoling than we will here venture to 
define. Gordon, who had by his brother's 
death succeeded to large property, was ge- 
nerous to this changed and bowed-down 
spirit; and his generosity h^d sought out 
even the fugitive daughters. 

The fair Seraphina's fate had been already 
decided. Her Count was a smuggler from 
ihe thriving town of St. Maloes. In a fortnight 
after his astonished wife's introduction to her 
new relatives, a large circle of poissaides and 
contral>aiidists, the Count himself in ft &•- 
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cond venture to Brighton, with a freight of 
teas and brandy, went to the bottom in a 
gale off Beachy-bead. 

Seraphina, who had lived in perpetual ter- 
ror in the midst of those Tritons and Nereids, 
fled on the very night that the news of the 
catastrophe sent this whole piscatory race, 
wringing their hands, and weeping their ma- 
rine tears, down to the shore. She was now 
fairly in the way for adventure ; and with 
three five-franc pieces for her whole finance, 
and on foot, she must have perished in the 
cross roads of Normandy. 

But the genius of romance watched over 
her. As she sat sleeping, through exhaus- 
tion and the heat of the rising sun, on the 
skirts of a thicket through which she had 
been toiling during the night, a stranger in 
an English travelling carriage was struck 
with her desolatimi. He stopped and spoke 
to her. Her surprise and delight at hearing 
an English voice, awoke all the roses in her 
cheeks : and as she told the story of her es- 
cape, tears gave the heightening which we 
are told makes beauty irresistible. The 
stranger was fine and fastidious, a man of 
fiishion, and an invalid. The adventure in- 
terested him, und he liked the novelty of 
being interested about any thing. He liked 
the courage which had prompted so pretty a 
creature to make her escape ; and when she 
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accepted a seat in bis carriage on the way to 
Calais, which she did with a doubled blush, 
and as he thought a tenfold charm, he felt 
himself more awake to life than he had 
been for some months before. 

When they were about to part at the pack- 
et, the stranger found that he was less serene 
than became a hero and a philosopher. He 
attended the fair Seraphina to the pier, and 
made a parting speech. Seraphina thanked 
him with real gratitude. He gazed on her 
deep blue eyes, and the gaze was long. He 
pressed hec snowy hand, and it was not 
withdrawn. He recommenced his adieus ; 
but the packet was under weigh, and to com- 

f)lete his speech, he had no resource, but to 
eap in, and snil for England. 

In a fortnight after, Seraphina was the 
wife of Arthur de Grey, Gordon's eccentric 
friend, and lord of the romantic Hertford- 
shire cottage. 

Gordon procured a commission for Mar- 
tha's husband, who had ruined himself by 
play ; yet was not incapable of higher pur- 
suits. 

But of Vaughan and his Catherine what 
shall be recorded. Is there no love dream 
left among the young, or no love memory 
lunong the old ? 
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